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1 
HER GRACE 
1 Tan 3 
© DUTCHESS OF MONTAGUE. % 


MADAM, 


Tuis tragedy, whith I do myſelf the "AY to dedicate 
to your Grace, is formed upon an original, which paſſes 
for the moſt finiſhed Pieces. in this kind of writing, that 
has ever been produced in the French language. The 
principal ation and main diſtreſs of the play is of fuch a 
nature, as ſeems more immediately to claim. the patronage 
e a lady; And, when I confider the great and ſbining 
charatters of antiquity, that are celebrated in it, I am na- 
turally directed to inſcribe it io a perſon, whoſe illuſtrious 
father has, by a long ſeries of glorious actiont, (for the 
ſervice of his country, and in defence of the hberties of 
Europe, ) not only ſurpaſſed the generals of his own time, 
but equalled the greateſt heroes of former ages. The 
name of Hector could not be more terrible among the 
Greeks, than that of the duke of Marlborough has been to 
ſhe French. 


The refined taſte you are e have en all enter- 
tainments, for the diverſion of the public, and the peculiar 
life and ornament your preſence gives to all afſemblies, was - 
no ſmall motive to determine me in the choice of my 


A. 2 


64 DEDICATION: 


- 
— 8 - — a — ITT TTONERSTTY — 
—— — 


patroneſe, The ae that — « out in the 2 of 
Jour Grate, may convince every one, that there is nothing 
unnatural in the 1 7 which i is on to the beauty of 


Andlromac he. 


: The fri regatd I Lads hed 3 and good man- 
. ners throughout this work, is the greateſt merit I pretend 
fo plead in favour of my preſumption ; and is, I am ſen- 
Able, the only argument that can W it PW effeiu« 
| 5 to your protection. 1 | 
1 I an,” 7 
Ws ok "ih the Seal reſpet, 
Jour Gar at ebb a 
and qugft obedient ſervant. | 
AMBROSE PHILIPS. 


DISTREST MOTHER | 
We — — — — . 
Is a tranſlation by Au BROSE Pailies from the 
AnDROMAQUE of the great French dramatic poet 
Racine. It was acted originally. at an 
8 Theatre, and firſt priated i in 1712. 


To thoſt who confine their Laker i to 1 2 ſtrong 
fabrics of our dramatiſts of the golden age of Engliſh 
poeſy, the beginning of the ſeventeenth century, the 
prolixity of harangue, and the tedious progreſſion of 
the action, characteriſtic of the French drama, are 
not likely to paſs without their uſual reprobation. 
Vet many fine touches of nature conſiderably enliven 
the lumber of the ſtage, and much flow) and facility 
of expreſſion gives to the conveyance of elegant ſenti- 
ments the dreſs they beſt delight to adopt. 


The taſte of Ai Teenis n to have 
fluctuated.— He naturally, it may be preſumed from 
the ſelections in the Spectator, loved the gorgeous 
grandeur of SuAxksPEARE, and the ſublime and pro- 
found delineations of Milton, —but he deferred too 
much to the predominant authorities of the French 
critics. BoiLEav hurried him into a ſtigma of the 
Tuſcan muſe, which even the fairer critics of our 


own day are ſcarcely able to ſupplant—and people 


vi FIE DISTREST MOTHER. 


all of thetinſe/ of Torgyaro Tasso, becauſe Ab- 


D130N had ſeconded the ungrounded cenſure of Bot- 
LEAU. It too frequently happens, that, without the 
trouble of thought, the deliberation of deciſion, the 
herd of ſmatterers in letters follow the critic BzLL- 
uns. even 1 when he tinkles them from their 


A860 found this play perfectly conſonant with 
the axioms of his French dogmatizers, and the Spec- 
tators were filled with its praiſes. Pres it was 
alſo his pleaſure to life into a rivalry with Porz; 
and the compoſition of the Mazranne of Fznton, 
the original author, never wreſted ſuch vehemence 
of praiſe as the trauſtation of Puirirs from the ori- 
4 of Racing. . 


t recolle@ to have ſeen this piece hn] with 
the powerful fupport of Mrs. Crawrord and Mrs. 
"oP ATES, and, even then, ſmall was the effect produced 

upon the heart The ſcenes are too cold and decla- 
matory—and the perſonages are conſiderable ſuf- 
ferers, by being above our Pity and ſuperior 10 to ouy 


| e. 
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In all the works of genius and invention, whether in verſe or 
proſe, there are in general but three manners of ſtyle; the one 
ſublime and full of majeſty; the other ſimple, natural, and 
eaſy; and the third, ſwelling, forced, and unnatural. An in- 
judiciads affectation and ſublimity is what has betrayed a great 
many authors into the latter; not conſidering that real great - 
neſs in writing, as well as in manners, conſiſts in an unaffected 
ſimplicity, The true ſublime does not tie in ſtrained meta- 
phors and the pomp of words, but riſes out of noble ſentiments 
and ſtrong images of nature; which will always appear the more 
conſpicuous, when the een not nen W over- 
' ſhadow them, + | 


Theſe ate'the Wnſidbrachias 0 have | Wüees me to new 
this tragedy in a ſtyle very different from what has been uſually 
practiſed amongſt us in poems of this nature. I have had the 
advantage to copy after a very great maſter, whoſeawritings are 

- deſervedly admired in all parts of Europe, and whoſe excellen- 
cies are too well known to the men of letters in this nation, to 
ſtand in need of any farther diſcovery of them here, If I have 
deen able to keep up to the beauties of Monſieur Racine in 
my attempts, and to do him no prejudiee in the liberties ! have 
taken frequently to vary from fo great a poet, I ſhall have no 
reaſon to be diſſatisfied with the labour it has coſt me to bring 

the compleateſt of his works upon the Fogliſh ſtage. 


4 mall trouble my i no 3 than to give him ſome 
| ſhott hints relating to this play, from the preface of the French 


author. The following lines of Virgil mark out the ſcene, the 
action, and the four principal actors in this tragedy, together 
with their diſtin characters; excepting that of Hermione, 
whoſe rage and jealouſy is W painted i in the Andro- 
225 of Euripides. 1 5 


8 Epiri legimus, po, tuque ſubimus 
(C Chants, et celſaw Butbroti aſcendimus urbem. -- 
2911114 21] Solemnes tum forte dapes, et triſtia dus fr bot 
T.ilabat cineri Andrimacht, mane/que wocabat th! £5) 
\ +. Heforeum ad tumulum, viridi guem ceſpite inanem,, © 
Et geminas, cauſam lacrymis, ſacraverat aras— - 
1+ Dejecitoultum, et demiſſa voce locuta oft 
0 felix una ante alias Priameia uing 1 
.» Heflilem ad tumulum, Troja ſub manibus aiti ese 
Jula mori I que ſortitus non per tulit ullor, I; bog 0 
Wes wietoria beri tetigit captiva cubiil ee. 
Vos petriã incenſs, divenſa per cguura vel, è 
Stirpi: Achilles faflus, juuenemque ſuperbu m, 
Servitio eniææ tulimus, qui deinde ſecutus | 
| Ledgam Hermionem, Lacedemoniofque Hymer. hs hip 
A illumerepte magno inflammatus amore 
Conjugis, et ſcelerum Furiis agitatus Oreftes 977 
e Incautum an W adaras. 
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| "The great © concern of Andromache, in the Greek poet, is for 
| the life of Moloſlus, a ſon ſke had by Pyrrbus, But it is more 
| conformable. to the general notion we form of that princeſs, at 
| this great diſtance. of time, to repreſent her as the diſconſolate 
Vidow of Hector, and to ſuppoſe her the mother only of Aſty- 
| anax, Conſidered in this light, no doubt, ſhe moves our com- 
paſſion much more effectually, than ſhe could be imagined to 
do in ny dltreſs or - ſon by a ſecond hoſband, 


| - PREFACE, ix 
O——— — äƷH4ſ —— 
In order to bring about this beautiful incident, fo neceſſary 
to heighten in Andromache the character of a tender mother, 
an affectionate wife, and a widow full of veneration for the me- 
mory of her deceaſed huſband, the life of Aſtyanax is indeed 
a little prolonged beyond the term fixed to it by the general 
conſent of the ancient authors. But ſo long as there is no- 
thing improbable in the ſuppoſition, a judicious critic will al- 
ways be pleaſed when he finds a matter of fact («ſpecially fo far 
removed in the dark and fabulous ages) falſified, for the embel- 
haet of a whole poem. 


| PROLOGUE. 


g WRITTEN BY MR. STEELE. 


Stu fancy by itſelf is looſe and vain, 

The wiſe, by rules, that airy power reſtrain : 

| They think thoſe writers mad, who at their eaſe 
Convey this houſe and audience where they pleaſe ; ; 
Who Nature's flated diſtances confound, 

And male this ſpot all ſoils the ſun goes round : 
"Tis nothing, when a fancy'd ſcents in view, 

To tip from Cove at-Garden to Peru, 


Bus Shak here s ſelf tranſgreſs'd ; and ſhall each elf, 
Each pigmy genius, quote great Shakſpere's ſelf | 
What critic dares preſcribe what's juſt and fit, 
Or mark out limits for ſuch boundleſs awit ! 
Sballſpere could travel thro' earth, ſea, and air, 
And paint out all the powers and wonders there. 
In barren deſarts he makes Nature ſmile, 

And gives us feaſts in his Enchanted Iſle. 
Our author does his feeble force confeſs, 
Nor dares pretend ſuch merit to tranſgreſs ; 
Does not fuch ſhining gifts of genius ſhare, - 
And therefore makes profriety his care. 


' PROLOGUE. | | 5 


Ye our treat Td faded cos he ee ; 
Not only rules of time and place preſerves, 
But ſtrives to keep his charafter intire, 


With French corredngſi, and with Britiſh fre. 


This) Prece, preſentedi in a foreign tongue, | 
When France was glorious, and her monarch 1 young, 
An hundred times a crowded audience drew, _ ' 


As hundred times repeated, All 'Favas new. . 


1 yrrbus pro vol d, to no wild rants betray'd, 
Reſents his generaus love jo ill repay d: 
Does like a man reſent, a prince upbruid. 
His ſentiments diftloſe a royal mind, * 
Nor is he known a ling from gaards behind. 
Injur d Hermione demands relief: 
But not from heavy narratives of grief: 
In conſcious majeſty her pride ir ſhewn ; 


Born to avenge her wrongs, but not bemoan. 


- HadroMachb—If ; in our „ aalen lines, 
As in the great original ſhe ſhines, 
Nothing but from tarbarity ſhe fears ; 
Attend with filence, you'll applaud with tears. 


* 


\ 
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bxkuRr "LANE. 
Prarnvs, /n of Achilles, Mu .r. Palmer. 
Pnorxik, counſellor to Pyrrhus M. Packer. 
OnxsrEs, /on of 1 OY Mr. Kemble. 
PryLApEs, * Oreſtes, Mir. Barrymore. 
Ae n A widow, ,, - Miſs Kemble, 


Ceentsa, confidante to Andromache, - Miſs Tidwell. 
HzaMone, daughter to Menelaus Mrs. Siddons. 


Cx o, confidante to Hermione, Miſs Collins. 
Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, He. ; 
— nee no nmnonmemnnsn— 


— 
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Prxx nus, ſor of Achilles, — Mr. Pope. 


PRroENIX, counſellor to Pyrrhus Mr. Macready. 
OnzsTEs, ſon of Agamemon. Mr. Holman. 
PYLADES, friend to Oreſtes, 8 + ht: Davies. 


AnproMacae, Hector's widow, Mrs. Pope. 

Cxrais A, confidante to Andromache, Mrs. Morton. 

HeamMioNe, daughter to Menelaus, - Miſs Brunton. 

Crone, confidante to Hermione, «= Miſs Stuart. 
Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, toc. 

Tie Scuns, a great hall in the court of Pyrthus, at Buthrotos, 


the _ 4 7 Epirus. 
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 DISTREST. MOTHER. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


The Palace g of Prakkus. Enter Onzeres, Prilbns, . 


and Attendants, 


Or r. 


OrrrabzEs! what's life without a fend! 

At fight of thee my gloomy ſoul cheers up; _ 

My hopes revive, and gladneſs dawus within me. 

After an abſence of fix tedious moons, | 

How could I hope to find my Pylades 

My joy, my comfort, on this fatal ſhore? 

Even in the court of Pyrrhus in theſe realms, 

Theſe hated realms, ſo croſs to all my wiſhes. _ 

Oh, my brave friend ! may no blind ſtroke of fate 

Divide us more, and tear me from Ss... + 0 
Pyl. O prince! O my, Oreſtes O my. friend — 

Thus let r me peak the welcome of 1 heart. 

| end gn? Vas old Ear acing. 


14 THE DISTREST MOTHER, Act l. 
Since L have gain'd this unexpected meeting, 
leſt be the powers who barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here! &er ſince the unhappy day 
| When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
| Sunder'd our barks on the loud, ſtormy main. 
Org. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 
Pyl. A thouſand boding cares have rack'd my ſoul 
In your behalf. Often, with tears, I mourn'd 
The fatal ills, in which your life's involy'd ; 
And grudg'd you dangers which I could not ſhare. 
I fear'd to what extremities the black deſpair 
That prey'd upon your. mind, might have betray'd 
Ss ror 
And left the gods, in pity to your woes, 
Should hear your pray'rs, and take the life you Joath'd. 


But now with joy I fee you !——The retinue, 
And numerous followers that ſurround you here, 
Speak better fortunes, and a mind diſpos d 


To reliſh life. 
Ore. Alas! my friend, who 150% 


The deſtiny to which 1 ſtand reſervd! 

I come in ſearch of an inhuman fair; 

And live or die, as ſhe decrees my fare. 
Hy. Yeu much ſurpriſe me, 1 wen 
# you tur d . 

Of your unpity'd, aiifuccelsrl pation.” 
Why, in Epirus, ſhvilld you hope to % 


Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta? 
I thought het pride, and the'diſdainfal Auner 


In which the treated all your mol 
Had broke your fetters; and'afar'd your freedom: 
Aſam'd of your repulſe, and ſlighted vows, 


— 


Acr l. THE D!STREST MOTHER. 
You hated her; you talk'd of het no mote: 


Prince, you 'deceiv'd me. 
Oteft. I decery'd myſelf. | 


Do not upbraid the unhappy man, that loves this; ; 


Thou know ſt I never hid my paſſion from thee; 

Thou ſaw'ſtit in its birth and in its progreſs; 
And when at laſt the hoary king, her father, 

Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 

His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 

Th' avenger of his wrongs, thou ſaw'ſt my grief, 


My torture, my deſpair 3 and how I dragg'd, _ 


From ſea to ſea, a heavy chain of woes. 
O Pylades! my heart has bled within me, 

To ſee thee, preſt with ſorrows not thy own, 
Still wand' ring with me like a baniſh'd man! 


Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 


To temper the wild tranſports of my n 
And fave me from myſelft 

Pyl. Why thus unkind? 
Why will you envy me the pleaſing taſk 


Of generous love, and ſympathizing friendſhip ; 42 
Oreft, Thou miracle of truth but hear me on. | 


When in the midſt of my diſaſtrous fate, 
I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my vows, regardleſs of my plaints, 


Gave up herſelf, in all her charms, te Pyrrhus; 


Thou may'ſt remember, I abhorr'd her name, 
Strove to forget her and-repay her ſcorn, - 

I made my friends, and even myſelf, believe 
My ſoul was freed. Alas! I did not ſee, 
That all the maliee of my heart was love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive ſtill, 


7 
r * 
* 3 * . 


16 THE DISTREST MOTHER. Aer. 
In Greece I landed: and in Greece I found 


The aſſembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 
In which their common ſafety ſeem'd concera'd. 
I joinꝰd them: for I hop'd that war and glory 


Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts: 
And, that my ſhatter'd ſoul, impair'd with grief, 


Once more would reaſſume its wonted vigour, 
And ev'ry idle paſſion quit my breaſt. 


Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon's P21 


Org. But ſee the ſtrange perverſeneſs of my ſtars, 
Which throws me on the rock I ftrove to ſhun! - - 


The jealous chiefs, and all the ſtates of Greece, 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus ; 


That now forgetful of the promiſe giv'n, 

And mindleſs of his godlike father's fate, 
Aſtyanax, he nurſes in his court; 

Aſtyanax, the young, ſurviving hope 

Of ruin'd Troy; Aſtyanax, deſcended. 

From a long race of kings; great Hector's ſon. 


Pyl. A name ſtill dreadful in the ears of Greece! 


But, prince, you'll ceaſe; to wonder why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 
When you ſhall hear, the bright Andromache, 
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpoſe : | 
The mother's beauty guards the helpleſs ſon. 

Oreft.. Your tals n what I have heard; 4 

hence 

Spring all my . Since my y proud rival wooes 


Another partner to his throne and bed, 


Hermione may ſtill be mine. Her father, 
The injur d Menelaus, thinks already-. "1 
His n ſlighted, and th* intended Ry: 
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Too long delay d. I heard his loud . 

With ſecret pleafure; and was glad to find 

Th' ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 

And all my wrongs aveng'd in her diſgrackde. 
Pyl. Oh, may you Soup "ow ou W 


warm! 
Oręſt. Reſentments! Oh, my (fiend, too fon 
found: | ' 
They grew not out of hatred ! I'm dend: 0 *A 
I practice on myſelf; and fondly plot 
My own undoing. + Goaded on by love, 


I canvaſs'd all the ſuffrages of Greece: 

And here 1 come their ſworn ambaſſador, 

To ſpeak their jealouſies, and claim this boy. 

F). Pyrrhus will treat your embaſly with ſcorn. 

Full of Achilles, his redoubted ſire, 

Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headſtrong, fierce; - 

Made up of paſſions : Will he then be ſway d, 

And give to death the ſon of her he loves? 
Oreft. Oh, would he render up E | 

And keep Aﬀyanax, I ſhould be bleſt! 

He muſt he ſhall. Hermione is my life, 

My ſoul, my rapture I'll no longer curb 

The ſtrong deſire that hurries me to madneſs: 

Til give a looſe to love; I'Il bear her hence; 

PII tear her from his arms; VII—O, _— woos | 

Give me Hermione, or let me die | | 

But tell me, Pylades; how ſtand my. hopes? 

Is Pyrrhus ſtill enamour'd with her charms ? 


Or doſt thou think he'll yield me up the prize, 


The dear, dear ale, which he has raviſh'd _ 
med 57 5 | 
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Pl. I dare not flatter your fond hopes ſo far; 
The kings indeed, cold to the Spartan Princeſs, 
Turns all his paſſion to Andromache, 1 
Hector's afflicted widow. But in vain, 
With interwoven love and rage, he ſaes 
The charming captive, obſtinately eruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child confin d 
Apart; and when her tears begin to flow, 
As ſoon he ſtops them, and recalls his threats. 
_ Hermione a thouſand times has ſeen 
His ill-requited vows return to her; 
And takes his indignation all for love. 
What can be gather'd from a man ſo various? 
He may, in the diſorder of his ſoul, 
Wed her he hates; and puniſſi her he loves. 
Oreft. But tell me how the wrong d Hermione 
Brooks her ſlow nuptials, and diſhonour'd charms ? 
 _ Pyl. Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn 
Her warvering lover, and diſdain his falſchood ; 
But, ſpite of all her pride and conſcious beauty, 
She mourns in ſecret her neglected charms ; | 
And oft has made me privy to her tear: 
Still threatens to be gone: yet ſtill ſhe 3 
And ſometimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Oreſtes: 
Oreſi, Ah, were thoſe „ heart, my 
friend, | | 
T'd fly in 1), eee 3 bs within 
Pyl. Hear'!—the king approaches," . 5 
To give you audience. Speak your enibaſſ y 
Without reſerve 2 urge the demands of Greece; 
And, in the name of all her kings, require, 
That Hector's ſon be giv'n into your hands, 


— 


| 
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Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting willat they aſk, | 
To ſpeed his love and win the Trojan ad, 
Will make it merit to e het ſen 
But, ſee; he comes. 
Oreft. Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
en in all his ſorrows, at her feet, 


Enter Nethos, Puoxxix, and Attendants | 


| Before I ſpeak the meſſage of the Greeks, | 
Permit me, ſr, to glory in the title 

Of their ambaſſador z, ſince I behold. 

Troy's vanquiſher, and great Achilles' ſon. . 
Nor does the ſon riſe ſhort of ſuch a father: 
If Hector fell by him. Troy fell by you. 

But what your father never would have done, 

You do, You cheriſh the remains of Troy ; 

And by am ill- tim d pity keep alive 5 

The dying embers of a ten years war. 
Hare you fo ſoon forgot the mighty Hector? 

The Greeks remember his high brandiſh'd ſwords. 5 
That fill'd their ſtates with widows and with orphans, 

For which they call for vengeance on his ſon. 

Who knows what he may one * r ? Who 

r 

But he may brave us in our | ROK nd; flld 
With Hector's fury, ſet our fleets on blaze. 

Vou may, yourſelf, live to repent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians' juſt demands: 
Satiate their vengeance, and ics yourſelf, 
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Pyr. The Greekfare for my ſafety more concernꝰd 
Than I deſire. 1 thought your kings were met 
On more important counſel. When I heard 
The name of their ambaſſador, 1 hop'd 
Some glorious enterprize was taking n. 
Is Agamemnon's ſon diſpatch'd for this? 
And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 
A race of heroes, join in.cloſe debate; M! 
To plot an infant's death — What right has Greece 
To aſk his life? Muſt I, muſt I alone, 
Of all the ſcepter'd warr iors, be deny'd 
To treat my captive as I pleaſe ? ? Know, prince, 
When Troy lay ſmoking on the ground, and each 4 
Proud victor ſhar'd the harveſt of the war, 
Andromache and this her ſon were mine 
Were mine by lot ; and who ſhall 1 chem from 
me? 

Ulyſſes bore away old Priam's q queen; 
Caſſandra was your own great father's prize 3 a 
Did I concern myſelf in what they won? 
Did I ſend embaſſies to claim their captives ? 

Oreft. But, fir, we fear for you, and for ourſelves. 
Troy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Riſe in Aſtyanax. Then think betimes— 

Pyr. Let daſtard ſouls be timorouſly wiſe: 
But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far-fancy'd ills, and dangers out of fight. 


Oreft. Sir, call to mind the unrivall'd „, of 


Troy 3 © 
Her walls, her bags; and "AO of braſs F 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 


\ 


* 
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Pyr. I call them all to mind; and ſee them all 
Confus'd in duſt; all mixt in one wide ruin; _ 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. | 
What vengeance can we fear from a ſuch a Troy? 
If they have ſworn to extinguiſh Hector's race, 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd ? 
Why was he not in Priam's boſom ſlain ? 
He ſhould have fall'n among the ſlaughter d heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been Juſt. 
When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
« Pleaded their weakneſs ; when the heat of conqueſt, 
And horrors of the foht, rouz d all our rage, 
* And blindly hurry'd us thro? ſcenes of death.“ 
My fury then was without bounds : but now, 
My wrath appeas'd, muft I be cruel ſtill? 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood. 
An infant's blood ?—No, prince—yo, bid the Greeks 
Mark out ſome other victim; my revenge 
Has had its fill. What has 000 ap*d from Troy 
Shall not be ſav'd to periſh in Epirus. 
Oreft, T need not tell you, fir, Aﬀyanax 
Was doom'd to death in Troy; nor mention how 
The crafty mother ſav'd her darling ſon: 
The Greeks do now but urge their former ſentence ; 
Nor is't the boy, but Hector, they purſue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the ſon : 
The father, who ſo oft in Grecian blood a 
Has drench'd his ſword ; the father, whom the Greeks 
May ſeek even here. —Prevent them, fir, in time. 
Pyr. No] let them come; ſince I was born to 
wage | 
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Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 
On him, who conquer d for them: let them came, 
And in Epirus ſeek another Troy. 
"Twas, thus they recompens'd. my godlike ſire; 
Thus was Achilles thank d. But, prince, remember, 
Their black ingratitude then coſt them dear. | 
Org. Shall Greece then find a rebel ſon in Pyrrhus ? 
Pyr. Have I then conquer'd to depend on Greece: 
Oreft. Hermions will ſway your foul to peace, 
And mediate *twixt her father and yourſelf: | 
Her beauty will enforce my embally. 
Pyr. Hermione may have her charms ; and 1 
May love her ſtill, tho? not her father's ſlave. 
I may in time give proofs, that Pm a lover; 
But never muſt forget, that I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, fir, you may ſee fair Hellen's daughter; 
I know how near in blood you ſtand allyd. Ps > 
That done, you have my e uur. The 
| Greeks, 
No doubt, expect your quick return. [Ex, Oreſt. & 6 
Phen. Sir, do you fend your rival to the princeſs ? 
Pyr. I am told, that he has lov'd her long. 


P hen. If ſo, 
Have you not cauſe to fear the ſmother'd flame 


And ſhe be brought to 9 . to "bis palbon- 
Pyr. Ay, let them, Phenix, let them love their fill! 
Let them go hence; let them depart together: 
Together let them fail for Sparta: all my ports 
Are open to them both. From what conſtraint, 
What irkſome thoughts, ſhould * then reliev d! 
Pben. But, fir, 


2 
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Pyr. I ſhall another time good Phoenix, 
Unboſom to thee all my thoughts—for, ſee, 
Andromache apppears. 


Kin Ae, and Ce PHISA., 


. May 1. dd | 


Flatter my hopes ſo far as to believe 


You come to ſeek me here? 
Andr. This way, fir, leads 
To thoſe apartments where you guard my ſon, - 


Since you permit me, once a day, to viſit 


All T have left of Hector and of Troy, 
I go to weep a few ſad moments with him. 
I have not yet, to-day, embrac'd my child ; 


I have not held him in my widow'd arms. 


Pyr. Ah, madam, ſhould the threats of Greece | 
prevail, 
You'll have occaſion for your tears, indeed ? 
Andr. Alas, what threats! What can alarm the 
Greeks ? 
There are no Trojans left ! 
Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die : the terror of his name 
Still ſhakes their — z and makes them dread his 
ſon. 1 
| Hr. A mighty hebour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendleſs child ! 
Who ſmiles in. bondage: nor yet knows himſelf 
The ſon of Hector, and the flave of Pyrrhus. 
Fyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life; 
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And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's ſon, 

To fetch him hence, 
Andr. And, fir, do you comply | 

With ſuch demands ?—This blow i is aim'd at me: 

How ſhould the child avenge his ſlaughter'd fire? 


— But, cruel men they will not have him live 


To cheer my heavy heart, and eaſe my bonds. 

I promis'd to myſelf in him aſon, © 

In him a friend, a huſband, and a father. 

But I muſt ſuffer ſorrow heap'd-on ſorrow ; 
And ſtill the fatal ſtroke muſt come from you. 

Pryr. Dry up thoſe tears, I muſt not ſee you weep, 

And know, 1 have rejected their demands. 

The Greeks already threaten me with war: 

But, ſhould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 

And hide the Adriatic with their fleet 
Should they prepare a ſecond'ten years * * 

And lay my towers and palaces in duft-: | 

I am determin*d to defend your ſon ; 

And rather die myſelf than give him up. 

But, madam, in the midſt of all theſe dangers, 

Will you refuſe me a propitious ſmile? * 

Hated of Greece, and preſt on every ſide, 

Let me not, madam, while I fight your cauſe, 

Let me not combat with your cruelties. 

And count Andromache amongſt my foes, | 
Andr. Conſider, fir, how this will ſound in Greece! 

How can ſo great a ſoul betray ſuch weakneſs ? 

Let not men ſay, ſo generous a deſign. ' 

Was but the tranſport of a heart in love. 

Pyr. Your charms will juſtify me to the world. 

Andr. How can Andromache, a captive queen, 
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O'erwhelm'd with grief, a burthen to herſelf, 


Harbour a thought of love? Alas! what charms 
Have theſe unhappy eyes, by you condemn'd 
To weep for ever ?—Talk of it no more. 


Jo reverence the misfortunes of a foe ? 


To fuccour the diſtreſt; to give the ſon 


To an afflifted mother; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu'd againſt his life ; 
Vnbrib'd by love, unterrify'd by threats, 


To pity, to protect him: theſe are cares, 
Theſe are exploits worthy Achilles? ſon, 
Hyr. Will your reſentments, then, endure for ever! 
Muſt Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? *Tis true, 
My ſword has often reek'd in Phrygian blood, 
And carried havoc through your royal kindred ; 


But you, fair princeſs, amply have aveng'd 


Old Priam's vanquiſh'd houſe : and all the woes 
I brought on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer. 
We both have fuffer'd in our turns: and now 


Our common foe ſhould teach us to unite. 


Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe ? 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatred ; and behold 
A. friend in Pyrrhus ! Give me but to hope, | 


I'll free your ſon ; I'll be a father to him: 


Myſelf will teach him to avenge the Trojans. . | 
I'll go in perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, | | 


Both for your wrongs and mine. Infpir'd by you, 


What would 1 not achieve? Again ſhall Troy 


Riſe from its aſnes: this right arm ſhall fix 


He {eat of empire; and your ſon ſhall reign. 
| . 8 


- 
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Andr. Such dreams of greatneſs ſuit not my con- 

| +1»; {dataan 5. | 
His hopes of empire periſh'd with = father, 

No; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, ' 

Thou pride of Aſia, founded by the gods! . 

Never, Oh, never muſt we hope to ſee | 

Thoſe bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guard! ! 

Sir, all I wiſh for, 'is ſome quite exile, | 

Where, far from Greece remoy'd, and far from you, 

I may conceal my ſon, and mourn my huſband. 

Your love creates my envy. Oh, return 

Return to your betroth'd Hermione, 

Pyr. Why do you mock me thus : ? You © I I 

| cannot. 

You know my heart is yours: my ſoul hangs on 1yout 
| You take up every wiſh : my waking thoughts, 

And nightly dreams are all 'employ'd on you. 
Tis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 
My throne and bed ; and would with tranſport hear 
The vows which you neglect. | 

Andr. She has no Troy, 

No Hector to lament ; ſhe has not loſt 
A huſband by your conqueſts. Such a huſband ! 
(Tormenting thought !) whoſe death alone has made 
Your ſire immortal: Pyrrhus and Achilles 

Are both grown great by my calamities. 

Pyr. Madam, tis well! *Tis very well! I find, 
Your will muſt be obey d. Imperious captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind : 
You teach me to forget your charms ; to hate youſ 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have loy'd 


Too well to treat you with indifference. Hy 
| * 


„ 
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Think well upon it: my diforder'd ſoul 


Wavers between th' extremes of love and rage; . 
Pre been too tame; I will wake to vengeance ! 
The ſon ſhall ne for the mother's ſcorn. 

The Greeks demand him : nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr. Then he muſt die! Alas, my ſon muſt die ! 
He has no friend, no ſuccour left beſide 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyr. Go, madam ; viſit this unhappy ſon. 
The ſight of him may bend your ſtubborn heart ; 
And turn to ſoftneſs your unjuſt diſdain. 

I ſhall once more expect your anſwer. Go, 
And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 
Think that his life depends on your reſolves. 

[Exit Pyrrhus, &c, 

Andr. 1 I go; and in the anguiſh of my heart, 
Weep o'er my child If he maſt die, my life 
Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive. 

Tis for his ſake that 1 have ſuffer'd life, 
Groan'd in captivity, and-outliv'd Hector. 
Yes, my Aſtyanax, we'll go together! 
Together to the realms of night we'll go! 
There to thy raviſh'd eyes thy fire I'Il ſhew, 
And point him out among the ſhades below. 


- 
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Ac IL. SCENE. © | 
_ - HermioxE and CLEoNt. - r 
; 
Hermione. / 


W Il be rul'd, Cleone : I will ſee him; 
I have told Pylades that he may bring him ; 
But truſt me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
1 ſhould forbid him yet. 

Cleo. And why forbid him? _ 
Is he not, madam, ſtill the ſame Oreſtes ? 
Oreſtes, whoſe return you oft have wiſh'd ? 
The man whoſe ſufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais'd his conſtancy and love? 
| Her. That love, that conſtancy, ſo ill requited, 

Oppbraids me to myſelf! I bluſh to think 

How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his preſence. 
What will be my confuſion when he ſees me 
Neglected, and forſaken, like himſelf ? 
Will he not ſay, is this the ſcornful maid, 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz d 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 
Her inſolence at laſt is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought ! 
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Cleo. You wrong yourſelf 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
To offer inſults ; but to repeat his vo ws. 
And breathe his ardent paſhon at your feet. 

But, madam, what's your royal father's' will ? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta? 

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus ftill deny 
The nuptials, and refuſe to ſacrifice | 
This 'Trojan boy, I ſhould with ſpeed embark, 

And with their embaſſy return to Greece. 

Cleo. What would you more? Oreſtes comes in time 
To fave your honour. Pyrrhus cools apace : 

Prevent his falſehood, and forſake him firſt. 
I know you hate him ; you have told me ſo. 

Her. Hate him! My injur'd hononr bids me hate him, 
Th' ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gave 
My virgin heart; the man I lov'd fo dearly 
The man I doated on! Oh, my Cleone ! 

How is it poffible I ſhould not hate him? . 
Cleo. Then give him over, madam, Quit his courts 
And with Oreſtes— 

Her. No! I muſt have time 
To work up all my rage! To meditate 
A parting full of horror! My revenge 
Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor. 

Clo. Do you then wait new inſults, new affronts ? 
To draw you from your father! Then to leave you! 
In his own court to leave you—for a captive ! 

If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. | 

Her. Why doſt thou heighten my diſtreſs ? I fear 
To ſearch out my own thoughts, and ſound my heart. 


— — — — 
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Be bid to what thou ſeeſt: believe me cur'd : 


Flatter my weakneſs ; tell me I have rer 


Think that my injur'd ſoul is ſet againſt him; 
And do thy beſt to make me think ſo too? 
Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then? 
Her. Let us fly ! 
Let us begone ! I leave him to his captive: 
Let him go kneel, and ſupplicate his ſlave. 
Let us begone !—But what if he repent ? 
What if the perjur'd prince again ſubmit, 
And ſue for pardon ? What if he renew 


His former vows — But, oh, the faithleſs man 
He ſlights me ! drives me to extremities However, 


I'II ſtay, Cleone, to perplex their loves; 
PI ſtay, till by an open breach of contract, 


1 make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 


Their vengeance have I drawn upon the ſon, 
Their ſecopd embaſſy ſhall claim the mother: 
I will redouble all my griefs upon her! 
Cleo. Ah, madam, whither does yaur rage ander 
. you of | | | 
ee ah! is | innocent. 
A woman plung'd in ſorrow ; dead to love: 
And when ſhe thinks on Pyrrhus, tis with horror. 
Her. Would I had done ſo too He had not then 
Betray'd my eaſy faith.— But I, alas! 
Diſcover'd all the fondneſs of my ſoul 
I made no ſecret. of my paſſion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincere : 
mM eyes. my tongue, my actions ſpoke my heart. 


er, 
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Cleo. Well might you ſpeak without reſerve to one 
Engaged to you by ſolemn oaths and treaties. 

Her. His ardour too was an excuſe to mine: 
With other eyes he ſaw me then !—Cleone, _ 
Thou mayſt remember, every thing conſpir d 
To favour him: my father's wrongs aveng' d; 

The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan ſpoils ; 
His mighty fire's, his own immortal fame; 
His eager love;—all, all conſpir'd agaioſt me 


But 1 have done: I'll think no more of Pyrrhus. 


Oreſtes wants not merit; and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him: 
And if Ive power over my own heart, tis * 
Cleo. Madam, he comes | 
Her. Alas, I did not think 


He was {6 near I wiſh 1 wight not fe ſee him. 180 


Ae OrEsSTES. 


How am I to interpret, fir, this viſit ! 
Is it a compliment of form, or love? | 
Oreft. Madam, you know my weakneſs, *Tis my fate 


To love unpity'd : to deſire to fee you 


And ſtill to ſwear each time fhall be the laſt. 
My paſſion breaks thro' my repeated oaths : 
And every time I viſit you I'm perjur'd. 


Even now, 1 find my wounds all bleed afreſh : 


I bluſh to own it; but I know no cure. 

I call the gods to witneſs, I have try'd 
Whatever man could do, (but try'd i in vain,) 
To wear you from my mind. Thro? _ ſeas, 
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And favage climes, in a whole year of abſence, 
I courted dangers, and I long'd for death. 
Her. Why will you, prince, oy this l 
tale? 
It ill becomes the ambaſſador of Greece 
To talk of dying and of love. Remember 
The kings you repreſent: Shall their revenge 
Be diſappointed by your ill-tim'd paſſion ? 
Diſcharge your embaſſy : tis not Oreſtes 
The Greeks defire ſhould die. 
Ore/i. My embaſſy 5 
Is at an end, for Pyrrhus has refus d 
1 give up Hector's ſon. Some hidden r 
Protects the bop. W 
Her. Faithleſs, aogriteful: man ! A4. de. 
Oreft; I now prepare for Greece. But e er I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you 
What do I ſay— I do already hear it! 
My doom is fixt: I read it in your eyes. 
Her. Will you then ſtill deſpair ? be ſtill fuſpicious ? 
What have I done? Wherein have I been cruel ? 
Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus : 
But *twas my royal father ſent me hither, 
And who can tell but I have ſhar d your griefs? 
Have I ne'er wept in ſecret ? Ne yd. 
To ſee Oreſtes ? = 
Oreft. Wiſh'd to ) ſee Oreſtes n 
Oh joy ! oh ecſtacy ? My ſoul's intranc'd ? 87 
Oh, charming princeſs ! Oh, tranſcendent maid ! 
My utmoſt with ! "Thus, thus let me expreſs. 
My boundleſs thanks 1 never was n 
Am I Oreſtes ?— 
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Her. You are Oreſtes, 
The ſame unalter'd, generous, faithful . ' 
The prince whom | eſteem; whom | lament; 
And whom TI fain would teach my heart to love! 
 Oreſt. Ay, there it is | I have but your eſteem, | 
While Pyrrhus has your heart! 
Her. Believe me, prince, 
Were you as TR I ſhould hate you! 
Org. No! 
I ſhould be bleſt ! 1 ſhould be lov'd as hp 21 
Yet all this while I die by your diſdain, | 
' While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 
Her. And who has told . prince, that I'm neg- 
lected? 
Has Pyrrhus ſaid (Oh, I ſhall 80 diſtracted 1) 
Has Pyrrhus told you ſo:— Or is it you, 
Who think thus meanly of me? Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you! | 
Oreft. Madam, go on ! 
Inſult me ftill : I'm us'd to bekr your ſcorn. 
Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates ? 
— Go, prince, and arm the Greeks againſt the rebel; 
Let them lay waſte his country! raze his towns 3 
*Deſtroy his fleets ; his palaces ;—himſelf !— 
Go, prince, and tell me then how much I love him. 
|  Oreft. To haften his deſtruction, come. PAs: ;* 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 
Her. Mean while he weds Andromache ! = 
Oreft. Ah, princeſs ! | 
What is't I hear? 


| 
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Her. What infamy for Greece, 


If he ſhould wed a Phrygian, and a captive ! 
Orgfl. Is this your hatred, madam ?—*Tis in vain 


To hide your paſſion ; every thing betrays it: 
Your looks, your ſpeech, your anger ; mays yr ſi- 


| lence; 
Your love appears in all; your ſores flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 
Her. Vour jealouſy perverts my meaning ſtill, 
And wreſts each circumſtance to your diſquiet 555 
My very hate is conſtru'd into fondneſs. 
Org. Impute my fears, if groundleſs, to my love. 
Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a 
father 
Firſt brought me hither ; and the ſame obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father ſhall recall me. 


Tell this proud king, that Menelaus ſcorns 


To match his daughter with a foe of Greece; 
Bid him reſign Aſtyanax, or me. 


If heperſiſts to guard the hoſtile boy, 
| — embarks with you for Sparta. 


[Ex. Her. and Cleone. 


Oreft. Then is Oreſtes bleſt! My griefs are fled! 
Fled like a dream Methinks I tread in air ! 
« Pyrrhys, enamour'd of his captive queen, 


% Will thank me, if I take her rival hence: 


« He looks not on the princeſs with my eyes! 
4 Surpriſing happineſs !—Unlook'd-for joy !” 


Never let love deſpair !—the prize is mine 
Be ſmooth, ye ſeas ! ang ye, propitious winds,. 


Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coaſts ! 


. Aer l. THE DISTREST MOTHER. i 


I long to view the fails unfurl'd !—But, fee! - 
Pyrrhus approaches in an happy hour. 


ain 
ſi- Enier Prxxhus, and PHOENIX. 
Fyr. I was in pain to find you, prince. My 

t. warm 

Ungovern'd temper would not let me weigh | 

The importance of your embaſſy, and hear 

- You argue for my good. I was to blame. 

ve. I fince have pois'd'your reaſons ; and I thank 
) a My good allies : their care deſerves my thanks. 


| You have convinc'd me, that the weai of Greece, 
My father's honour, and my own repoſe, 
Demand that Hector's race ſhould be deſtroy'd. 
I ſhall deliver up Aſtyanax; 
And you, yourſelf ſhall bear the victim hence. 
Oreft. If you approve it, fir, and are content 
| To ſpill the blood of a defenceleſs child; 
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the knot of our alliance, 
ne. I have determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites: 
In you the kings of Greece vill all be preſent; ; 
And you have right to perſonate her father, 
As his ambaſſador, and brother's ſon. 
Go, prince, renew your viſit ; tell Hermione, | 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 
Oreft oft. [Afide] Oh, change of fortune ! Oh, undone 
- Oreſtes ! | | [Exit Oreſtes. 
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Pyr. Well, Phoenix, am I ſtill a flave to love? 
What think'ſt thou now? Am | myſelf again? 
Phen. Tis as it ſhould be: this diſcovers Pyrrhus ; ; 
Shews all the hero. Now you are 1 * 
The ſon, the rival of the great Achilles! 
Greece will applaud you; and the world confeſs, 
Pyrrhus has conquer d Troy a ſęeond time! 
Fyr. Nay, Phœnix, now I but begin to triumph: 
I never was a conqueror *till now! 
Believe me, a whole hoſt, a war of foes, 
May ſooner be ſubdu'd, than love. Oh, Phœnix, 
What ruin have I ſhunn'd! The Greeks enrag'd, 
Fung o'er me, like a gathering ſtorm, and ſoon = 
Had burſt in thunder on my head; while 
Abandon'd duty, empire, honour, all, 
To pleaſe a th; nkleſs woman !—One kind look 


"Had quite undone me 
 Phen. Oh, my royal maſter} 
The gods, 1n favour to.you, made her eruel. 
Pyr. Thou ſaw'ſt with how much ſcorn ſhe treated 
me! 
When I permitted her to ſee her fon, 
I hop? dit might have work'd her to my wiſhes, | 
J went to ſee the mournful interview, 
And found her bath'd in tears, and loft in paſſion. 
Wild with diſtreſs, a thouſand times ſhe call'd 
On Hector's name: and when I ſpoke in comfort, 
And promis d my protection to her ſon, 
She kiſs'd the boy; ; and call'd again on Hector: 
66 Then, ſtrain'd him i in her arms; ; and ery'd, "Tis 
he! 


„ ® "IM ME- himſelf ! ! his eyes, his every feature ! 
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« His very frown, and his ſtern look already ! 

« *Tis he: *Tis my lov'd lord whom I embrace i” 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the boy 

To ſoothe, and keep alive her flame for Hector? 


Pbæn. No doubt, ſhe cons 3 and thinks -_ favour 4 | 


in it; 
But let her go, for an wet woman ! 
Pyr. I know the thoughts of her proud, ſtubborn 
heart's”: ©: 7 A821 
Vain of her charms, and inſolent in ee 
She mocks my rage; and when it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects twill ſoon be humbled into love. 
But we ſhall change our parts; and ſhe ſhall find, 
J can be deaf, like her; and ſteel my heart. 
She's HeQor's widow ; I Achilles' ſon! 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache. - 
, Phan. My royal maſter, talk of her no more 3 
I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engroſs your thoughts, Tis time to ſee 
er; 
Tis time you ſhould prepare the pn rites; 
And not rely upon a rival's care: 
It may be dangerous. 
Pyr. But tell me, Phœnix, | 
Doft thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will be enrag'd; when I ſhall wed the princeſs ? 
Phan, Why does Andromache ill havnt "your 
thoughts? 
What is't to you, be ſhe enrag'd e Gus 
Let her name periſh : think of her no more ! 
Pyr. No, Phoenix II have been t00 gentle with 
her, 
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I've check d my wrath, and ftifled my reſentment : 
She knows nat yet to what degree I hate her. 
Let us return :z>—T'll brave her to her face : 
I'Il give my anger its free courſe againſt her. 
Thou ſhalt ſee, Phcenix, how I'll break her pride! 
| Phen, Oh, go not, ſir— There's ruin in her eyes | 
You do not know 8 n: you'l fall _— 
n 8 
Adore her beauty, mids revive her Wong 
Pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly weakneſs ! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phenix ! 1 
Phen. Ah, my prince! 
You are ftill ſtruggling in the toils of 10 
Pyr. Canſt chou then think I loye this woman 
„ not File fe] ! 
One who repays my paſſqn with diſdain! 
A ſtranger, captive, friendleſs and forlorn ; 
She and her darling ſon within my power ; 
His life a forfeit to the Greeks : Yer I 
Preſerve her ſon ; would take her to my throne ; 
Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs ; 
And all this while ſhe treats me as her foe ! 
Phen. You have it in your power ta be reveng'd. 
Pyr. Yes: :—and 11 ſhew my power | PH give bar 
cauſe 
To hate me | her Adribes ſhall "CH 
What tears will then be ſhed ! How will ſhe then, 
In bitterneſs of heart, reproach my name! 
Then, to compleat her woes, will I eſpouſe 
Hermione: T will ſtab her to the heart ! | 
Phen. Alas, you threatep like a lover fill ! 
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yr. Phoenix, excuſe this ſtruggle of my fouls 
Tis the laſt effort of expiring love. 
Phen. Then haſten, fir, to ſee the Spartan princes 4 
And turn the bent of your deſires on her. 
Hr. Oh! tis a heavy taſk to conquer love. 
And wean the ſoul from her accuſtom d fondneſs. 
But, come: A long farewell to Hedor's widow. 
"Tis with a ſecret pleaſure I look back, | 
And ſee the many dangers I have paſs'd. 
The merchant thus, in dreadful tempeſts toſt, 
Thrown by the waves on ſome unlook'd-for coaſt, 
Oft turns, and ſees, with a delighted eye, 
Midſt rocks and ſhelves the broken billows fly ! 
And while the outrageous winds the deep deform, 
Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the ftorm. [| Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
r BL 3 


PruAves and OrEsTEs, 


 Pylades.. 


For Heaven's ſake, fir, compoſe your alle 81 
And moderate your rage 

 Orefi. No, Pylades 
This is no time for counſel. I am deaf. 
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Talk not of reaſon ! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my care. My ſoul grows deſperate, 
Ill bear her off, or periſh in the attempt. 
I'll force her from his arms: By Heav'n T will! 
Pyl. Well, *tis agreed, my friend: We'll force 
her hence, 
But ſtill conſider, we are in Epirus. 
The court, the guards, Hermione herſelf, 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 
Good gods! what tempted you to ſeek her here? 
Orgi. Loſt to myſelf, I knew not what I did! 
My purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 
'To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the woman. 
Pyr. This violence of temper may prove fatal. 
Oreft. It muſt be more than man to bear theſe 
| ſhocks, 
Theſe outrages of fate, with temper ! 
He tells me, that he weds Hermione ; 
And will to-morrow take her from my hand 
My hand ſhall ſooner tear the tyrant's heart. 
Fyl. Your paſſion blinds you, fir ; he's not to 
| blame. | 
Could you but look into the ſoul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like your own. 


Oreft. No, Pylades! Tis all defign——His pride, A 
To triumph over me, has chang'd his love. | 
The fair Hermione, before I came, | * 
In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 55 
Ah, cruel gods ! I thought her all my own! _ = 
She was conſenting to return to Sparta : | N 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, | 1 


Was on the wing to take its leave of 9 a 


4 


She heard my ſighs; ſhe pitied my complaints; 
She prais'd my conſtancy ;——The leaſt indifference 
From this proud king, had made Oreſtes bappy. 
Pyl. So your fond heart believes 
« Orgſt. Did I not ſee 
« Her hate, her rage, her indignation riſe 
« Againſt the ungrateful man? 
&« Py]. Believe me, prince, 
\ 6 *Twas then ſhe loy'd him moſt ! Had andes left 
ö her, bh > 
« She would have form' d ſome new pretext to ſtay.” 
Take my advice ;— Think not to force her hence; 
But fly yourſelf from her deſtructive charms. 
Her foul is link'd to Pyrrhus : © Were ſhe yours, 
&« She would reproach you ſtill, _ ſill regret 
« Her diſappointed nuptials._—.— 
. Oreft. Talk no more! | 
I cannot bear the thought! She muſt be mine! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 
I'd ſtand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, 
Ere I refign'd Hermione.— By force 
I'll fnatch her hence, and bear her to my ſhips ; 
Have we forgot her mother Helen's rape? 
Pyl. Will then Oreſtes turn a raviſher | 
And blot his embaſſy ? 
Oreſt. Oh, Pylades! | 
My grief weighs heavy on me: Till diſtract me 
O leave me to mylelf ! Let not thy friendſhip 
6 Involve thee in my woes. Too long already, 
Too long haſt thou been puniſh'd for my crimes. 
6 It is enough, my friend! It is enough! 


Let not thy generous love betray thee farther 2? 


- * 
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The gods have ſet me as their mark, to empt7 

Their quivers on me. Leave me to myſelf. 

Mine be the danger; mine the enterprize. 

All I requeſt of thee is, to return, 

And in my place convey Aſtyanax 

(As Pyrrhus has conſented) into Greece. 

Go, Pylades | 
Hyl. Lead on, my friend, lead on! 

Let us bear off Hermione ! No toil, 

No danger can deter a friend: Lead on! 

Draw up the Greeks ; ſummon your num'rous train: 

The ſhips are ready and the wind fits fair : 


There eaſtward lies the ſea; the rolling waves 


Break on thoſe palace-ſtairs. I know each paſs, 

Each avenue and outlet of the court. 5 

This very night we'll carry her on board. ; 
Org. Thou art too good E treſpaſs on thy 
friendſhip, - | | 


But, Oh! excuſe a wretch, 1 no man pities, 


Except thyſelf: one juſt about to loſe 
The treaſure of his ſoul: : whom all mankind 
« Confpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf.” 
When will my friendſhip be of uſe to thee? 
Pyl. 'The queſtion is unkind.—But now remember 
To keep your counſels cloſe, and hide your thoughts; 
Let not Hermione ſuſpect No more | 
I ſee her coming, fir—— n 
Oreſt. Away, my friend; 
I am advis'd ; my all Les upon it. [ Ex. Phe: 
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Enter Hrauionz and eren 


Oref Madam, your orders are obey'd; I hare 
1 ſeen 
Puyrrhus, my rival; and have Rind him for you. 
The king reſolves to wed you. 
Her. So I am told: 
And farther, I'm inform'd that you, Oreſtes, 
Are to diſpoſe me for the intended marriage. 
: Oreft. And are you, madam, willing to comply? 
« Her. Could I imagine Pyrrhus lov'd me ftill ? 
« After ſo long delays, who would have thought 
« His hidden flames would ſhew themſelves at laſt, 
« And kindle in his breaſt, when mine expir'd? 
« Ican ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
L | That it is intereſt, and not love, directs him; 
« And that my eyes had greater power o'er you. 
* Oreft. No, princeſs, 1 no ! It is too plain he loves 
you. 
%% Your eyes do what as will, and cannot fail 
« To gain a conqueſt, where you wiſh they ſhould.” 
Her. What can 1 do? alas! my faith is promis 'd. 
er Can I refuſe what is not mine to give? 
E A prineeſs is not at her choice to lore; 
All we have left us is a blind obedience: 
And yet, you ſee, how far J had comply'd, 
And made my duty yield to your intreaties. 
8. Oreft. Ah, cruel maid! you knew but 1 have 
: | done. 1 | 
All have a right to pleaſe themſelves in love : 
I blame not you. *Tis true, I hop'd ;—but you 


" Wag 
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Are miſtreſs of your heart, and I'm content. | 
Tis fortune is my enemy, not you. 8 
But, madam, I ſhall ſpare you farther pain 
f Os this * theme, and take my leave. 
[ Exit Oreſtes. 
Her. Cleone; could'ſt thou think he'd be ſo calm: 
Clo. Madam, his ſilent grief fits heavy on him. 
He's to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him buſy to his own deſtruction. 
His threats have wrought this 1 of mind in 
Poyrrhus. | | 
Her. Doſt thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear ! 
Whom ſhould the intrepid Pyrrhus fear ? the Greeks? 
Did he not lead their harraſs*d troops to conqueſt 
When they deſpair'd, when they retir'd from Troy, 
And ſought for ſhelter in their burning fleets? 
Did he not then ſupply his father's place ? 
No, my Cleone, he is above conſtraint ; 
He acts unforc'd ; and where he weds he loves. 
Cleo. Oh, that Oreſtes had remain'd in Greece! 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Oreſtes ? 
Pyrrhus is mine again Ils mine for ever 
Oh, my Cleone ! I am wild with joy! 
Pyrrhus, the bold !- the brave! the godlike Pyrrhus! 
— Oh, I could tell thee numberleſs exploits, ' 
And tire thee with his battles—Oh, Cleone— 
Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy— I fee Andro- 
mache : 
She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her ſorrows to you. 
Her. I would indulge the gladneſs of my heart ! 
Let us retire ; her grief is out of ſeaſon. 


Aer III. THE DISTREST MOTHER. 45 


Enter AXDROMACHE and CET EISA. 

Andr. Ah, madam, whither, whither do you fly? 
Where can your eyes behold a ſight more pleaſing 
Than Hector's widow ſuppliant and in tears? 

I come not an alarm'd, a jealous foe, 
To envy you the heart your charms have won: 
The only man I ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 
KilPd in my fight, by an inhuman hand. 
Hector firſt taught me love; which my fond heart 
« Shall ever cheriſh, till we meet in death.” 

But, Ob, I have a fon !—And you, one day, 

Will be no ſtranger to a mother's fondneſs : 

But Heav'n forbid that you ſhould ever know 
A mother's ſorrow for an only ſon. _ 

Her joy, her bliſs, her laſt ſurviving comfort! 

When every hour ſhe trembles for his life ! 

Your power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears. 

Alas, what danger is there in a child, 

Sav'd from the wreck of a whole ruin'd empire? 
Let me go hide him in ſome deſert iſle ; 
You may rely upon my tender care 

To keep him far from perils of ambition: 
All he can learn of me, will be to weep. 

| Her. Madam, tis eaſy to conceive your grief: 
But, it would ill become me, to ſolicit 

In contradiction to my father's will: 
Tis he who urges to deſtroy your ſon. 

Madam, if Pyrrhus muſt be wrought to pity, 
No wo man does it better than yourſelf; 
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If you gain him, I ſhall comply of courſe. 
LExit. Her. and Cleone. 
Andr. Did'ſ thou not mind with what a ſhe 
._ ſpoke? 
Youth and proſperity have * her vain 3 
She has not ſeen the fickle turns of life. 
Ceph. Madam, were 1 n I'd * her coun- 
ſel! 
I'd ſpeak my o own diftreſs : one look "ies you 
Will vanquiſh Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks 
See, where he comes—Lay hold on this occaſion. 


Enter PyxRHUs and PHotnix. 


Pyr. Where is the r Did you not in- 
: form me 
Hermione was here ? [To Phenix, 
Phen. I thought ſo, fir. 
Andr. Thou ſeeſt what mighty power my eyes 
have on him! "To Ceph. 
Hr. What ſays ſhe, Phenix ? 
Andr. J have no hope left ! . 
Phen. Let us begone :—Hermione expects you. : 
Ceph. For Heaven's ſake, madam, break this ſul- 
len ſilence. 
Andr. My child's already promis'd—— 
Cepþh. But not given. | 
Andr. No, no! my tears ate vain! his doom is fixt ! 
Pyr. See, if the deigns to caſt one look upon us ! 
Proud woman! 
Andr. I provoke him by my preſence, y 
Let us fetire. a 
Pyr. ' Come, let us faiaty fans hs 
The Greeks; and give them up this Phrygian * 
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Andr. Ah, fir ! recall thoſe words What have you 
ſaid! ö 
If you give up my fon, Oh, pive up me 
| You, who ſo many times have ſworn me friendſhip: 
Oh, Heay'ns !—will you not look with pity on me? 
Is there no hope ? is there no room for pardon ? 
Pyr. Phenix will anſwer you: my word is paſt. 


Andr. You, who would brave ſo many dangers 


for me. 

Pyr, I was your lover then : 1 now ach Free, 
To favour you, I might have ſpar'd his life: 
But you would ne'er youchſafe to aſk it of me, 
Now, *tis too late. 

& Andr. Ah, fir, you ok 
„My tears, my wiſhes, which I durſt not utter, 

& Afraid of a repulſe. Oh, fir, excuſe 

The pride of Royal blood, that checks my ſoul. 

You know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 

To ſue for pity, and to own a maſter, | 
Pyr. No ! in your heart you curſe me ! ybu diſdain 

My generous flame, and ſcorn to be oblig'd ! 

This very ſon, this darling of your ſoul, 

Would be leſs dear, did I preſerve him for you. 

1 Your anger, your averſion fall on me! 

« You hate me more than the whole league of Greece: 

But I ſhall leave you to your great reſentments. 

Let us go, Phcenix, and, appeaſe the Greeks. 
Andr. Then, let me die! and let me go to Hector. 
Ceph. But, madam — 

Andr. What can I do more? The nt 
Sees my diſtraction and inſults my tears. [To Ceph. 
— Behold how low you have reduc'd a queen! 


_ 
ng 
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. Theſe eyes [hive ſeen my country laid in aſhes; 
My kindred fall in war; my father ſlain; | 
My huſband dragg'd in his own blood ; my ſon 
Condemn'd:to bondage, and myſelf a ſlave; 
Yet, in the midſt of theſe unheard-of woes, 
*T 'was ſome relief to find myſelf your captive ; 
And that my ſon, deriv'd from ancient kings, 
Since he muſt ſerve, had Pyrrhus for his mafter. 
When Priam kneel'd the great Achilles wept : 
I hop'd I ſhould not find his ſon leſs noble. 
I thought the brave were ſtill the moſt compaſſionate. 
Oh, do not, fir, divide me from my child! 
If he muſt die 
Pyr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. LZe. Phenix. 
Riſe, madam Vet you may preſerve your ſon, 
I find whenever I provoke your tears, 
I furmiſh you with arms. againſt myſelf. „ 
I thought my hatred fixt before I ſaw you, 
Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I ſpeak ! 
And ſee, if you diſcover in my looks 
An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. 
Why will you force me to deſert your cauſe ? 
In your ſon's name I beg we may be friends; 
Let me entreat you to ſecure his life! 
« 'Muft 1 turn ſuppliant for him? Think, oh think, 
- ”Tis the laſt time, you both may yet be happy! 
I know the ties I break; the foes I arm 
J wrong Hermione; I ſend her hence; 
And with her diadem I bind your brows. 
| Conſider well; for tis of moment to you! 
Chooſe to be wretched, madam, or a queen. 
2508 TINY * with a whole ygar's deſpair, 
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« Can bear no longer theſe perplexing doubts ; _ 
« Enough of fighs, and tears, and threats I've try'd ; 
« T know, if I'm depriv'd of you, I die: 


4 But oh, I die, if I wait longer for you!“ 


I leave you to your thoughts. When I return, 
We'll to the temple ; there you'll find your ſong 
Aud there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. 
[Exit Pyrrhus. 
Ceph. I 1 told you, madam, that, in ſpite of Greece, 

You would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune. 

Andr. Alas! Cephiſa, what have I obtain'd ! 
Only a poor ſhort reſpite, for my ſon. 

Ceph. You have enough approy'd your faith to 

Hector; | 

To be reluctant ill would be a crime, 
He would himſelf perſuade you to comply, | 

Andr. How——youldf thou give me Pyrrhus for 

a huſband ? 
Ceph. Think you, *twill pleaſe the ghoſt of your 
dead huſband, 

That you ſhould facrifice his ſon ? Conſider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne ; 
Turns all his power againſt the foes of Troy; 
Remembers not Achilles was his father ; 
Retracts his conqueſt, and forgets his hatred. 

Andr. But how can I forget it ! How can I 
Forget my Hector treated with diſhonour ; 
Depriv'd of funeral rites ; and vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody corſe, about the walls of Troy ? 
Can T forget the good old king his father, 
Slain in my preſence ; at the altar lain ! 
Which vainly, for proteQion, he embrac'd ? 

| | C | 
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FHaſt thou forgot that dreadful night, Cephiſa, 
When a whole people fell? methinks I ſee 
Pyrrhus enrag'd, and breathing vengeance, enter 
Amidſt the glare of burning palaces: 
I ſee him hew his paſſage through my brothers; 
And; bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred waſte, 
Think in this ſcene of horror, what I ſuffer'd ! 
This is the courtſhip I receiv'd from Pyrrhus ; 
And this the huſband thou wouldſt give me! No, 
We both will periſh firſt ! I'Il n&er conſent. 
Ceph. Since you reſolve Aſtyanax ſhall die, 
Haſte to the temple, bid your ſon farewell. 
| Why do you tremble, madam? 
Andr. O Cephiſa | 
Thou haſt awaken'd all the mother in me. 
How can TI bid farewell to the dear child, 
The pledge, the image of my much-loy'd lord! 
& Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 
% When his too-forward courage led him forth 
« To ſeek Achilles. 
« Ceph. Oh, the unhappy hour! 
« *T'was then Troy fell, and all her gods forlook her. 
Andr. That morn, Cephiſa, that ill-fated morn, 
« My huſband bid thee bring Aſtyanax; 
« He took him in his arms; and, as I wept, 
% My wife, my dear Andtomache, ſaid he, 
« (Heaving with ſtifled ſighs to ſee me weep) 
« What fortune may attend my arms, the gods 
Alone can tell. To thee give the boy; 
c“ Preſerve him as the token of our loves; 
4 If I ſhould fall, let him not miſs his "I 
P — thou ſurvivſt 3 but by thy tender care 
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Let the ſon ſee that thou didſt love his father. 


&« Ceph. And will you throwaway a life ſo precious? 
« At once extirpate all the Trojan line? 

c Andr. Inhuman king! What has he done to 

ſuffer ? | I 
« Tf I negle& your vows, is he to blame ? | f 
« Has he reproach'd you with his ſlaughter'd kindred ? 
ce Can he reſent thoſe ills he does not know?” f 
' 


But, oh! while I deliberate he dies. 


No, no, thou muſt not die, while I can fave thee ; 
Oh! let me find out Pyrrhus—Oh, 8 ! 
Do thou go find him. 

Ceph. What muſt I fay to him? 

Andr. Tell him J love my ſon to ſuch exceſs— ' 
But doſt thou think he means the child ſhall die ? 
Can love rejected turn to ſo much rage ? 

Ceph. Madam, he'll foon be here—— Reſolve on 

ſomething. 

Andr. Well then, aſſure him 

Cepb. Madam, of your love? 

Andr. Alas, thou know'ſt it is not in my power. 
Oh, my dead lord! Oh, Priam's royal houſe! 


Oh, my Afﬀyanax ! At what a price 


Thy mother buys thee ! 
Ceph. But whither ? 
And what does your unſettled heart reſolve! : 
Andr. Come, my Cephiſa, let us go together, 
To the ſad monument which I have raiſ'd 


Let us go. 


To Hector's ſhade ; where in their ſacred urn 


The aſhes of my hero lie incloſ'd; 
The dear remains; which I have ſav'd from Troy ; ; 


There let me veep, there ſummon to my aid, 
C 2 
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With pious rites, my Hector's awful ſhade ; 
Let him be witneſs to my doubts, my fears ; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears; 
Oh! may he riſe in pity from his tomb, 
And fix his wretched ſon's uncertain doom. 


* — 
* 


; ACT IV. SCENE I. 


ANDROMACHE, CErHisAs 


| Cepbiſa. 
* BLE Ss be the tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
« Theſe pious thoughts: or is it Hector's ſelf, 
« That prompts you to preſerve your ſon! *Tis he 
* Who ftill preſides o'er ruin'd Troy; 'tis he 
Who urges Pyrrhus to reſtore Aﬀyanax. 
„% Andr. Pyrrhus has ſaid he will; and thou haſt 
heard him 
* Juſt now renew the oft- repeated promiſe. 
« Ceph. Already in the tranſports of his heart, 
« He gives you up his kingdom, his allies, 
« And thinks himſelf o' er- paid for all in you. 
« Andr. I think I may rely upon his promiſe: 
« And yet my heart is over-charg'd with grief. 
« Ceph. Wiy ſhould you grieve! You ſee be bids 
defiance 
« Jo all the Greeks ; and to protect your ſon 
„A gainſt their rage, has plac'd his guards about him; 
« Leaving himſelf defenceleſs for his ſake: 
« But, madam, think, the coronation pomp 
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„ ”Tjs time you lay afide theſe mourning weeds. 


Mi Cephiſa, I have always found thee faithful: 


* But, come; my heart's at eaſe : aſſiſt me now 
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« Will ſoon demand your preſence in the temple 2 


4 Andr. I will be there; but firſt would ſee my ſon. 
„ Ceph. Madam, you need not now be anxious for 
him, 
« He will be always witli you, all your own, 
« To laviſh the whole mother's fondneſs on him. 
« What a delight to. train. beneath your eye, 
« A ſon, who grows no longer up in bondage! ? 
« A ſon, in 4 a race of kings revive: 
« But, madam, you are fad, and. wrapt in thought, 
As if you reliſh'd not your happineſs. _ 
&« Andr. Oh, I muſt ſee my ſon once more, Cephiſal 
Cephb. Madam, he now will be no more a captive; ; 
« Your viſits may be frequent as. you pleaſe, © 
« To-morrow you may paſs the live- long day 
« Andr. To-motrow l Oh, Cephiſa !— But, no more! 


4A load of care weighs down my drooping heart. 
CTepb. Oh! that twere poſſible for me to eaſe you. 
Andr. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long- try d faith.— 
& Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephiſa, 
* Thou take no. notice of my preſent trouble: 
&© And when I ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret purpoſe, 
That thou be punctual to perform my will. 
* Ceph. Madam, E have no will but yours. My life 
„Is nothing, balanc'd with my love to you. 
Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa, my Aſtyanax 
«© Will recompenſe thy friendſhip to his mother. 


« 'To change this ſable habit. Yonder comes 
Hermione ;. I would not meet her rage. [Exeunt. 
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* 


Enter HERMIORE and eiter | 


Clo. This unexpected Pay this reſerve, 
This outward calm, this ſettled frame of mind, 
After ſuch wrongs and inſults, much ſurpriſe me! 
You, who before could not command your rage, - 
When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his captive ; 
How can you bear unmoy'd, that he ſhould wed her ? 
And ſeat her on a throne which you ſhould fill ? 
I fear this dreadful ftillneſs i in y n ſoul ! 
*Twere better madam— | 
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oo. Madam, I have; his love is too impatient 1 


Not to obey with ſpeed the welcome ſummons. 
His love-ſick heart o'erlooks his unkind uſage : / 
_ His ardour's * the ſame — Madam, he's here. 


ku, Ontores, 
os. Ab, e is it true? Bode, then, oreſtes 


At length attend you by your own commands aud 
What can I do—— | 


Her. Oreſtes, do you love * 8 
Org. What means that e cen ? Do I 
love you ? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears, 
My farewell, my return, all ſpeak my love. 
Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I'll believe them all. 
" Oreft. It ſhall-be done—my ſoul has catch'd the 
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We'll ſpirit up the Greeks I'll lead them on | 
Your cauſe ſhall animate our fleets and armies. 

Let us return: let us not loſe a moment, 

But urge the fate of this devoted land : 


Let us depart. 


Her. No, prince, let us ſtay here! 
I will have vengeance here—I will not carry. 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor truſt | 


The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs. | 


Ere 1 depart, I'll make Epirus mourn. 
If you avenge me, let it be this inſtant ; 


My rage brooks no delay Haſte to the temple, | 


Haſte, prince, and ſacriſice him. 
Oreft, Whom ! | 
Her. Why, Pyrchus. 
Oreft. Pyrrhus ! Did you ſay, Pyrrhus 3 
Her. You demur ! 3 
Oh, fly, begone ! give me no time to think ! 
Talk not of laws—he tramples on all laws— | 
Let me not hear him juſtify*d ——away, _ 
Oreft. You cannot think III juſtify my rival. 
Madam, your loye has made him criminal. | 
You ſhall have vengeance ; I'II have vengeance too: 
But let our hatred be profeſt and open: | 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war; 
Let us attack him in his ſtrength, and hunt him down 
By conqueſt : ſhould I turn baſe aſſaſſin, 
*T would ſully all the kings I repreſent. _ 
Her. Have 1 not been diſhonour'd ! ſet at vin 
Expoſ'd to public ſcorn !——and will you ſuffer 
The tyrant, who dares fo me thus, to live? 
Know, princes [ hate bim more than once I loyd him; 


| 

| 

| 
[ 
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| 
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The Gods alone can tell how once I lov'd him; 


Yes, the falſe perjur d man, I once did love him; 
And ſpite of all his crimes and broken vows, 

If he ſhould live, I may relapſe who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 

Oreft. Firſt let me tear him piece-meal—he ſhall die. 
But, madam, give me leiſure to contrive 5 
The place, the time, the manner of his death: 

Yet, I'm a ſtranger in the court of Pyrrhus; 
Scarce have I ſet my foot within Epirus, | 


When you enjoin me to deſtroy the prince. 


It ſhall be owe thes very night. 
Her But now, | 


This very hour, he weds Andromache z ; 


The temple ſhines with pomp : the golden throne 
Is now prepar'd; the joyful rites begin; | 


My ſhame i is public—Oh, be ſpeedy, prince ! 


My wrath's impatient—Pyrrhus lives too long - Sa 


| Intent on love, and heedleſs of his perſon, 


He covers with his guards the Trojan boy. 
Now is the time; aſſemble all your Greeks ; 
Mine ſhall affiſt ther 3 let their fury looſe : 


Already they regard him as a foe. 
Begone, Oreſtes—kill the faithleſs tyrant ; 


My love ſhall recompenſe the glorious deed. | 
 Oreft. Conſider, madam —— | 
Her. You but mock my rage 


I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle fighs, 


And not atteſt your love by one brave action? 
Go, with your boaſted conſtancy! and leave 


Hermione to execute her own revenge ! 
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T bluſh to think how my too eaſy faith 

Has twice been baffled in one ſhameful hour! 

- Oreft. Hear me but ſpeak ! yorker I'll die to 
ſerve you! 

Her. T'll go myſelf :- PII Rab him at the altar; 
Then drive the poinard, reeking with his blood, 
Through my own heart. In death we ſhall unite : 
Better to die with him, than live with you ! 

'Oreft. That were to make him bleſt; and me more 

wretched : 


Madam, he dies by me : — Have you a foe, 


And ſhall I let him live? My rival, too? 
Ere yon meridian ſun declines, he dies: 
And you ſhall ſay, that I deſerve your love. 
Her. Go, prince ; ſtrike home! and leave the reſt 
to me. 


Let all your ſhips be ready for our flight. 


| [ Exit Oreſtes. 
Clo. Madam, you'll periſh i in this bold attempt. 


Her. Give me my vengeance, I'm content to periſh. 


I was to blame to truſt it with another: 


In my own hands it had been more feoure. 

Oreſtes hates not Pyrrhus as I hate him : 

„ ſhould have thruſt the dagger home; have ſeen 
The tyrant curfe me with his parting breath, 

« Androll about his dying eyes, in vain, 


_ © To ind Andromache, whom I would hide.“ 


'Oh, would Oreſtes, when he gives the blow, 
Tell him he dies my victim! Haſte, Cleone ; 


Charge him to ſay, Hermione's reſentments, 


Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to death. 


Haſte, my Cleone! my revenge is loft, 
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If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me! 
Cleo. I ſhall obey your orders But fee 
The king approach Who could expect him here. 
Her. O fly! Cleone, fly! and bid Oreſtes 
Not proceed a ſtep before 1 ſee him. ¶ Exit Cleone. 


Enter Pysznvs. 


Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun an injur'd princeſs : 
Your diftant looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 

Pyrrhus will n&%er approve his own injuſtice ; 

Nor form excuſes, while his heart condemns him. 
J might perhaps alledge, our warlike fires, 

% Unknown to us, engag'd us to each other. 

« And join'd our hearts by contract, not by love: 
“ But I deteft ſuch cobweb arts, I own 

My father's treaty, and allow its force. 

I ſent ambaſſadors to call you hither; | 
* Receiv'd you as my queen; and hop'd my oaths. 
go oft renew'd might ripen into love. % 
© The gods can witneſs, madam, how I fought 
« Apainſt Andromache's too fatal charms ! 

« And ftill 1 with J had the power to leave 
This Trojan beauty, and be juſt to you.? 
Diſcharge your anger on this perjur'd man! 

For I abhor my crime! and ſhould be plead 
'To hear you ſpeak your wrongs aloud : no terms, 
No bitterneſs of wrath, nor keen reproach, 

Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 
Her. 1 find, fir, you can be fincere : you ſcorn 
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To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 
A hero ſhould be bold; above all laws; 
Be bravely falſe; and laugh at ſolemn ties, 
To be perfidious ſhews a daring mind! 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a maid !_ 
To court me; to reject me; to return;  _ 
Then Ge me for a Phrygian lave : 
To lay proud Troy in aſhes; then to raiſe 
The ſon. of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are actions worthy the great ſoul of Pyrrhus. 
Pyr. Madam, go on: give your reſentments birth; 
And pour forth all your indignation on me. 

Her. Twould pleaſe your queen, ſhould 1 1 

your falſehood; | 

Call you perfidious, traitor, all the names 
That injur'd virgins. laviſh on your ſex; _ 
I ſhould o'erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furniſh out a tale to footh her pride. 
But, fir, I would not over-charge her joys : 
If you would charm Andromache, recount | 
Your bloody battles, your exploits, your laughters, 
Your great achievements, in her father's palace. 
She needs muſt love the man, who fought ſo bravely, 
And in her ſight ſlew half her royal kindred. 


Pyr. With horror I look back on my paſt deeds! _ 


I puniſh*d Helen's wrongs too far; I ſhed 

Too mueh of blood: but madam, Helen's daughter 
Should not object thoſe ills the mother cauſ d. 
However I am pleaſꝰ'd to find you hate me: 

J was too forward to accuſe myſelf: | 
The man who ne'er was lov'd, can ne*er be falſe. 
Obedience to a father brought you hither ; 
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And I ſtood bound by promiſe to receive you: 
But our deſires were different ways inclin'd; 
And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 
Her. Have 1 not lov'd you, then ! perfidious man! 
For you I lighted all the Grecian princes ; 
| Forſook my father's houſe 3 conceal'd my wrongs, 
When moſt provok' d: would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart, 
I loy'd you when inconſtant : and even now, 
Inhuman king, that you pronounce my death, 
My heart ftill doubts, if 1 ſhould love or hate you: 
But, oh, ſince you reſolve to wed another, 
Defer your cruel purpoſe till to-morrow ! 
That I may not be here to grace your triumph ! 
This is the laft requeſt I e' er ſhall make you 
See if the barbarous prince vouchſafes an anſwer ! 
Go, then, to the 1ov'd Phrygian! Hence! begone ! 
And bear to her thoſe vows, that once were mine : 
Go, in'defiance to the avenging gods 
Begone ! the prieſt expects you at the altar 
But, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. Ex. Her. 


Enter P̃ozxix. 


| Phe. Sir, did you mind her threats ? Your life's 


in danger 
There is no trifling with a woman's rage. | 
The Greeks that ſwarm about the court, all hate you; 
Will treat you as their country's enemy, | 
And join in her revenge: beſides, Oreſtes 
Still loves her to diſtraction: fir, I beg 
Pyr. How, Phenix, ſhould I fear a woman's threats? 
Ws 5 
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A nobler paſſion takes up all my thought: 
I muft prepare to meet Andromache. 


Do thou place all my guards about her ſon: 
If he be ſafe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. [ Ex. Pyr. 


Por xix, alone. 


Oh, Pyrrhus ! oh, what pity tis, the gods, 
Who fill'd thy ſoul with every kingly virtue, 
Form'd thee for empire and conſummate greatneſs, 
Should leave thee ſo expoſ'd to wild deſires, 
That hurry thee beyond the bonnds of reaſon ! _ 
LA flouriſh of trumpets. 
« Such was Achilles ; ; generous, fierce, and brave: ] 
Open and undefigning : but impatient, | | 
« Undiſciplin'd, and not to be control'd z | | 
« J fear this whirl of paſſion, this career, 
That overbears reflection and cool thought; 
« I tremble for the event! - But ſee, the queen, 
Magnificent in royal pride, appears, 


Imuft obey, and guard her ſon from danger. 
CF Phcenix. 


Enter ANDROMACHE and CEPHISA. 


Ceph. Madam, once more you look and move a 
queen 
| Your ſorrows are diſpers'd, ou charms revive, 
And every faded beauty blooms -anew. 
Andr. Vet all is not as T could wiſh, Cephiſa. 
C:ph. You ſee the king is watchful o'er your ſon; 
Decks him with princely robes, with guards ſurrounds | 
him. 1 
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Aſtyanax begins to reign already. 
Andr. Pyrrhus is nobly minded: and I fan 
Would live to thank him for Aſtyana 
Tis a vain thought However, ſince my child 
Has ſuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 
| Ceph. © Theſe dark unfoldings of your foul * 


„ Plex. me. 
10 What meant thoſe floods of tears, thoſe warm em- 
braces, 


& As if you bid your ſon lu Gr ever? 

For Heav'n's ſake, madam, let me know age griefs ! ' 

If you miſtruſt my faith — | - 
Andr. That were to wrong thee. 

Oh, my Cephiſa ! this gay, borrow'd air, 


This blaze of jewels, and this bridal dreſs, 


Are but mock trappings to conceal my woe : 

My heart ſtill mourns; I ftill am HeRor's widow. 
Ceph. Will you then break the mise 81 n to 

Pyrrhus 3 

Blow up his rage afreſh, and blaſt your "BP ? 

Andr. I thought, Cephiſa, thou hadſt known thy 
miſtreſs. 

| Could'ft thou believe I would be falſe to Hector? 
Fall off from ſuch a huſband ! break his reſt, 

And call him to this hated light again, 

To ſee Andromache in Pyrrhus' arms ? 

% Would Hector, were he living, and I dead, 

« Forget Andromache, and wed her foe ?” 

Cepb. I cannot gueſs what drift your thoughts purſue ; 
But, oh, I fear there's ſomething dreadful in it! 
Muſt then Aſtyanax be doom'd to die; 

And you to linger out a life in bondage? 
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Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephiſa, will I bear; 
« My word is paſt to Pyrrhus, his to me; 
« And I rely upon his promis'd faith. 


« Unequal as he is, I know him well: 


« Pyrrhus is violent, but he's ſincere, 
And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
« The Greeks will but incenſe him more; their rage 
« Will make him cheriſh Hector's ſon. 
Ceph. Ah, madam, 
« Explain theſe riddles to my boding heart 
Andr. Thou may'ſt remember, for thou oft haſt 
heard me 
e Relate the dreadful viſion, which I ſaw, 
« When firſt I landed captive in Epirus. 
“ That very night, as in a dream I lay, 
« A ghaſtly figure, full of gaping wounds, 


His eyes aglare, his hair all ſtiff with blood, 


Full in my fight thrice ſhook his head, and groan'd ; 
« T ſoon diſcern'd my flaughter'd Hector's ſhade ; 
But, oh, how chang'd ! Ye gods, how much unlike 
« The living Hector Loud he bid me fly! 

« Fly from Achilles? ſon ! then ſternly frown'd, 


And diſappear d. Struck with the dreadful ſound, 
I ſtarted, and awak'd. 


« Ceph. But did he bid you 


% Deſtroy Aſtyanax ? 


Andr. Cephiſa, I'Il preſerve him; | 
With my own life, Cephiſa, I'll preſerve him. 
Ceph. What may theſe words, ſo full of horror, 
mean? 
Andr. Know then the ſecret purpoſe of my ſoul : 
Andromache will not be falſe to Pyrrhus, 


% 


- Ms THE DISTREST MOTHER. Aer lx. 


Nor violate her ſacred love to Hector. 
This hour I'll meet the king; the holy prieſt 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows : 
This will ſecure a father to my child : 

That done, I have no further uſe for life: 
This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand, 
Shall ſave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 

4 Ceph. Ah, madam! recollect your ſcatter'd reaſon; 
“This fell deſpair ill ſuits your preſent fortunes. 

& Andr. No other ſtratagem can ſerve my purpoſe: 
This is the ſole-expedient to be juſt 
« To Hector, to Aſtyanax, to Pyrrhus. 

I ſhall ſoon viſit Hector, and the ſhades 
Of my great anceſtors :*”— Cephiſa, thou 
Wilt lend a hand to clofe thy miſtreſs' eyes. 

Ceph. Oh, neverthink that I will ſtay behind you! 

Andr. No, my Cephiſa; I muſt have thee live, 
Remember, thou didft promiſe to obey, 

« And to be ſecret : wilt thou now betray me? 
% After thy long, thy faithful ſervice, wilt thi 
“ Refuſe my laſt commands, my dying with ? - 
* Once more I do conjure thee live for me. 

Ceph. Life 1 on not worth my care when yo are 

gone.“ 

Andr. 1 muſt commit inte thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my ſoul : 
Live, and ſupply my abſence to my child; 
All that remains of Troy; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a diſtant line of kings, 
In him, is all intruſted to thy care. 

Cepb. But, madam, what will bs the rage f 


Pyrrhus, 
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« Defrauded of his promis'd happineſs ? 
Andr. That will require thy utmoſt ſkill ; Obſerve 
« The firft impetuous onſets of his grief; 
« Uſe ey'ry artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 
“Sometimes with tears thou mayſt diſcourſe of me; 
« Speak of our marriage; let him think I lov'd Him 
« 'Tell him my ſoul repos'd itſelf on him, 
When I reſigned my ſon to his protection.“ 
Ceph. Oh, for a ſpirit to ſupport my grief! 
Is there ought more before you go for ever ? 
Andr. Oh, my Cephiſa! my ſwoln heart is full! 
I have a thouſand farewells to my ſon : 
But tears break in Grief interrupts my ſpeech—— 
My ſoul o'erflows in fondneſs Let him know 
I dy'd to fave him: And would die again.“ 
Seaſon his mind with early hints of glory; 
Make him acquainted with his Mceſtorss 
Trace out their ſhining ſtory in his thoughts; 
Dwell on th' exploits of his immortal father, 
And ſometimes let him hear his mother's name. 
Let him reflect upon his royal birth 
* With modeſt pride; Pyrrhus will prove a friend; 
“But let him know he has a conqueror's right.“ 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his reſentments, 
Ahd ſacrifice his vengeance to his ſafety. 
Should he prove headftrong, raſh, or unadvis'd, 
He then will fruſtrate all his mother's virtue, 
Provoke his fate, and I ſhall die in vain. 
Ceph. Alas ! I fear I never ſhall outlive you. 
Andr. No more :—thy tears, Cephiſa, will betray me; 
Aſume a cheerful look : but ſtill remember— 
[ Flouriſh within. 


= „ =_ — > > 


Waar have. 1 done? Where am I? Where is 
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Hark how the trumpet, with its ſprightly notes, 
Proclaims the appointed hour, and calls us hence, 
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee ! 
Thus the gay victim, with freſh garlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the ſacred fife's enliv'ning ſound, 
Through gazing crowds in ſolemn ſtate proceeds, 
And dreſt in fatal pomp magnificently bleeds. 
WEN”, | MO [ Exeunt, 


— 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


* 


Hexmione alone. 


| Pyrrhus? 2 
Ve gods! what mean theſe horrors ?—I'm undone ! 
My ſoul is on the rack -l cannot bear it 
Why do I wander like ſome guilty ghoſt ? 
What brought me to this place ? what keeps me here ? 
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me! 
Do I ſtill doubt if I ſhould love or hate him? 
Hard-hearted man ! how unconcern'd he left me? 
Did he once figh ? Beſtow one pitying look? 
Once ſhed a tear? or ſpeak one ſoft, kind word? 
Did he ſo much as feign one moment's ſorrow, 
To calm my griefs, and mitigate his falſehood 2 
Why am I ſtill thus anxious for his life? 
Why do I ſtart at his impending fate ? 
Shall he then live ? Shall the baſe traitor live 


\ 


. 
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To laugh at my diſtreſs ? No, let him periſh! 

Be quick, Oreſtes ?—Execute my orders 

Alas! my orders! Oh, prepoſterous guilt ! 

Can I decree the death of him I love? 

Was it for this my ſoul delighted in him? 

Was it for this I left my father's court ? 

Have I then croſs'd ſo many realms and ſeas 

To murder Pyrrhus ? 


Enter Cl Ro. 


Her. Oh, Cleone, help me ! 
What have I done ? Is Pyrrhus yet alive? | 
What ſay' ſt thou ?—Anſwer me: Where is the king ? 
Cleo. Madam ! I ſaw the cruel prince ſet forward, | 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still as he walk'd his raviſh'd eyes were fixt 
On the fair captive z while through ſhouting crowds 
She paſs'd along with a dejected air, 
And ſeem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt, 
Her. Inſulting tyrant ! I ſhall burſt with rage! 


But ſay, Cleone, didſt thou mark him well ? 


Was his brow-ſmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some ſhade of grief; ſome little cloud of ſorrow ? 


Did he not ſtop ? Did he not once look back? 


Didſt thou approach him? Was he not confounded ? 
Did he not——Oh, be quick and tell me all! 

Cho. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought but love. Unguarded he march'd on, 
Midſt a promiſcuous throng of friends and fes. 
His cares all turn upon Aſtyanax, 


r 


* — -- — — — nd 
oe HE 


68 THE DISTREST MOTHER. Aer v. 
Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel, | 
Defended by the ſtrength of all his guards. 


Her. Enough ! he dies!—the traitor?—— Where's 


Oreſtes ? 
Cleo. He's in the temple with his whole retinue. 
Her. Is he ſtill refolute ? Is he ſtill Getermin'd 2 F 
Cleo. Madam, I fear 
Her. How ! Is Oreſtes e 


Does he betray me too? 


Cleo. A thouſand doubts 
8 his ſoul, and wound him with remorſe: 

His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus ſhould not fall ignoblß: 
Pyrrhus, the warlike ſon of great Achilles. 
He dreads the cenſure of the Grecian ſtates; 
Of all mankind; and fears to ſtain his honour. 
Alter. Poortim'rous wretch! tis falſe ! he baſely fears 

To cope with dangers, and encounter death; 
*Tis that he fears :—Am T bright Helen's daughter ? 
To vindicate her wron gs all Greece conſpir'd ; 
For her confederate nations fought, and kings were 

flain ; 

Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 
My eyes want force to raiſe a lover's arm 
Againſt a tyrant that has dar'd to wrong me. 

Cleo. Madam, like Helen, truſt your cauſe to Greece. 
Hler. No; I'll avenge myſelf; Ill to the temple ; 
I'Il overturn the altar, ſtab the prieſt ; 
III hurl deſtruction like a whirlwind round me! 
They muſt not wed | 90 muſt not live! they ſhall 

an 

Let me be gone I have no time 10 loſe! 
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Stand off hold me not ! I am all diſtraction! 
Oh, Pyrrhus | Tyrant! Traitor | Thou halt bleed. 


9 
= 


Enter Oxxsrzs. 


0750. Madam, 'tis Fe your ditions are obeyd: 
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 
Her. Is Pyrrhus ſlain? | 
Oreſt. Even now he gaſps in death: 
Our Greeks all undiſtinguiſn'd in the crowd, 
Flock d to the temple, and difpers'd themſelves 
On every fide the altar. I was there; 
Pyrrhus obſerv'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem 
ars And bound it on the temples of his captive: 
Receive, ſaid he, my crown; receive my faith; 
r! Mine and my people's ſovereign reign for erer. 
From this bleſt hour, a father to your ſon; 
0 I'll ſcourge his foes: henceforward be he ſtyl'd 
The Trojan king; “ I ſwear it at the altar, 
« And call the gods to ratify my vows.” ? 
His ſubjects with loud acclamations ſhook 
The ſpacious dome. Our Greeks, enrag'd, cried out, 
ce. Revenge! revenge! broke thro? the thronging preſs, 
le; And ruſh'd tumultuous on the unregarded king, 
Their eager fury left no work for me.” 
| Pyrrhus awhile oppos'd their claſhing ſwords, 
al And dealt his fatal blows on ev'ry ſide 
With manly fierceneſs; till oppreſt by numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all over gaſh'd with wounds, 
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He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the altar fell. 
HFaſte, madam; let us fly! Haſte to our ſhips ! 
They lie unmoor'd : our friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done! 
' Orefl. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete, 
Had Pyrrhus fall'n by me, and had he known 
Hermione chaſtis'd him by my arm. 
Hier. Peace, monſter, peace! Gotell thy horrid tale 
To ſavages, and how!l it in the deſerts, 
Would thou impute to me thy barb'rous guilt ? 
Me would'ſt thou make th* accomplice of thy crimes ? 
Hence to thy Greeks, and boaſt thy foul exploits ! 
My ſoul abhors them! I diſclaim the deed ! 
| Begone ! I know thee not! Thou fell barbarian ! 
What had he done ? What could provoke thy madneſs 
To aſſaſſinate ſo great, ſo brave a man? 
Who ſet thee on? 
Oreft. Oh grant me patience, heav'n ! 
With your own lips did you not curſe the tyrant, 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to deſtroy him? 
Her. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs paſſion, 
I could not bear to ſee him wed another, 
Were you to obey a jealous woman's phrenzy ? 
You ſhould have div'd into my inmoſt thoughts: 
My heart, tho? full of rage, was free from malice ; 
And all my anger was excels of love. 
Why did you take me at my word ? You faw 
The ftruggles of my ſoul ; you heard me rave; 
You ſhould have queſtion'd me a thouſand times, 
Yet ſtill have doubted, and till queſtion'd on, 
Before you ventur d on a life ſo precious, 
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Oreft. Hear me but uy Heav'n knows, * 
my will— 5 
Her. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 
A ſecond time? And undetermin'd ſtill, 
Again return, and ſtill find new delays? 
What had your rafh officious Greeks, ld blood- 
| hounds ! 
To do with my revenge ? What ae you hither ? 
To bring on me the vengeful woes that haunt you ? 
Are theſe the fruits of your deteſted love? 
Your fatal embaſſy, your hateful preſence, 
Drove Pyrrhus to my rival; and deſtroys . 
Both him and me. He might have lov'd me ill, 
Had you neꝰ er ititerpos'd——Avaunt ! Begone | 
And leave me in Epirus. I renounce 
| My friends, my country, Greece, and all man- 
kind: | 
But chiefly I renounce thee ! monſter, thee! ¶ Exit. 
Oreft. Am awake? Where am I? Soft, my ſoul ; 
Be not too raſu. Was that Hermione ? 
Why ſhould her anger thunder againſt me ? 
Was not this blood ſhed all by her command 
Lam, indeed, a moſt outrageous monſter ! 
A ruffian, murderer, a baſe aſſaſſin ! 
And all to pleaſe a falſe, ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward let the laws of nations ceaſe ; 
And let the pale, that ſevers right and wrongs 
Things ſacred and profane, be broken down; 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 
Are not in ſafety, while Oreſtes lives. 
Oh, never more ſhall my torn mind be heal'd, 
Nor taſte the gentle comforts of repoſe ! 
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A. dreadful band of gloomy cares ſurround me, 
And lay ftrong fiege to my diſtracted ſoul. 


Enter PrrApzs, attended by Greeks. 


Pyl. Haſte, prince; let us begone : : "tis death to 
ſtay. 
Andromache reigns queen : ſhe gives the alarm, 
And vews revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 
The people arm and muſter in the ſtreets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to ſecure our flight. 
We muſt be ſpeedy, ſir. 
Oręſi. You may depart, 8 
My friends Hermione and I remain—— 
| Her cruelty has quite undone me F130 
And leave me to myſelf —— "I! find her ont.“ 
Pyl. Alas, unhappy princeſs ! ſhe's no more; 
Forget her, fir, and fave yourſelf with us.” 
Oreft. Hermione no more !—Oh, all ye powers 
Pyl. Full of diſorder, wildneſs in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and diſhevelPd hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, with ſhrieks ſhe ſought the temple; 
In the mid-way ſhe met the corpſe of Pyrrhus ; 
She ſtartled at the ſight; then, ſtiff with horror, 
Gaz'd frightful: waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to heav'n with ſuch a look 
As ſpoke her ſorrows, and reproach'd the gods : 
Then plung'd a poinard deep within her breaſt, 
And fell on Pyrrhus, graſping him in death. 
Oreff. 1 thank you, gods—1 never could expect 
To be ſo wretched—You have been induſtrious 
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To finiſh your decrees ; to make Oreſtes 
A dreadful inſtance of your power to puniſh. 
I'm ſingled out to bear the wrath of heav'n. 
Pyl. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays. 
The guards will ſoon beſet us. Your 8 
Are vain, and may be fatal. 
 Oreft. True, my friend: 
And therefore *twas I thank'd the bounteous gods. 
My fate's accomphſh*d—I ſhall die content. | 
Oh, bear me hence—blow, winds !- 1— 
Piyl. Let us be gone. | 
Orgſt. The murder'd lovers wait welas, they 4 
call! | | 
Nay, if your blood ſtill 8. III hah mine: 1 
One tomb will hold us all, 
Hy. Alas I fear 
His ravings will return with his miafortancs, 
Ort. T am dizzy ! !—Clouds FT. loſt in utter 2 
darkneſs. 
Guide me, ſome friendly pilot, bud the ſtorm. 
[ ſhiver! Oh, T ſreeze 80 Light returns; 
'Tisthegreydawn !—— See, Pylades !——Behold!— 
I am encompaſs'd with a ſea of blood !—— | 
The crimſon billows !4-— Oh! my brain's on fire! 
Pyl. How is it, fir — Repoſe yourſelf on me. 
l. Pyrrhus, ſtand off What would'ſt out — 
| How he glares ! | 
What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds ;—Have a at 
n | 
It is Hermione that frikes——Confaic on ! 
She catches Pyrrhus in her arms. Oh, ſave me! 
How terrible ſhe looks ! She knits her brow !_ | 
| D | 
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She frowhs me dead ! She frights me into madneſs ! 
Where am I ?—Who are "4k ? : 
Pyl. Alas, poor prince | | 
'* Help to ſupport 8 he pants for breath !? 
Oreft. This is moſt kind, my Pylades— Oh, why, 
Why was I born to give thee endleſs trouble ? 
:Pyl. All will go well; he ſettles into reaſon. 
Ore/t. Who talks of reaſon ? Better to have none 
Than not enough. Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 
I will not have them touch the king. Now — now 
I blaze again — See there Look where they ome; 
A ſhoal of furies—How they ſwarm about me 
My terror !—Hide me !—Oh, their ſnaky locks ! 
Hark, how they hiſs !—See, ſeethe flaming brands! 
Now they let drive full at me4—How they grin, 
And ſhake their iron whips My ears! what yelling! 
And ſee, Hermione !-——She ſets them on 
Thruſt not your ſcorpions thus into my boſom ! 
Oh !—I am ſtung to death !—Diſpatch me ſoon ! 
There—take my heart, Hermione! Tear it out! 
Disjeint me! kill me ! Oh, my tortur'd ſoul. 
_ Pyl. Kind Heav'n reſtore him to his wonted calm 
Oft have I ſeen him rave : but never thus : 
Quite ſpent ! Aſſiſt me, friends, to bear him off. 
Our time is ſhort : ſhould his ſtrong rage return, 
Twould be beyond our power to force him hence, 
Away, my friends! J hear the portal open. [Ex. 


Enter Puokxix, attended by Guards. 


Phen. All, all are fled! ——Oreftes is not here 
Triumphant villains l. The baſe, giddy rabble, 
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Whoſe hands ſhould all have been employ'd with fire, 
To waſte the fleet, flock'd round the dying princeſs; | 
And, while they ſtand agaze, the Greeks enibark. 
Oh, tis too plain — this ſacrilegious murder 
Was authoriz d. Th* ambaſſador's eſcape 
Declares his guilt. Moſt bloody embaſſy! 

Moſt unexampled deed Where, where, ye 11 
Is majeſty ſecure, if in your temples 63 1 
You giye it no protection I See, the queen. 


£4 ** of Trumpet | 


Pater Anvronacus 4 Ceyrursa. 


Andr. Yes, ye :nbaman Greeks! the time will come 
When you ſhall dearly pay your bloody deeds! : 
How ſhould the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus; 
Pyrrhus, the braveſt man in all your league; 

The man whoſe ſingle valour made you triumph. 
5 i bf dead March behind. 
Is my child hae Je 

Ceph. It is the corpſe of Pyrrhus. 

The weepiag ſoldiers bear him on their ſhields, 

Andr. Ul-fated prince? too negligent of life: 

And too unwary of the faithleſs Greeks ! 


Cut off in the freſh rip'ning prime of manhood, 


Even in the pride of life : thy triumphs new, 
And all thy glories in full bloſſom round thee !. 
The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. | 
Ceph. Alas, then, will your ſorrows never end! 
Andr. Oh, never, never! —— While 1 hve, my tears 
Will never ceaſe; for I was born to grieve. — 
32 
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Give preſent orders for the fun ral pomp i [To Phœn. 


Let him be rob'd in all his begal Rate; 

Place round. him ev ry ſhining mark of honour : 

And let the pile, that conſecrates his aſhes, 
Riſe like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 


L. Huub of Truhe. 
Ceph. That ſound proclaims th arrival of the Pririce, 


The guards conduct him from the citadel. - 
_ With open arms III meet — Ce- 
«+ phiſa! 
A Goritging joy, mixt with a ſoft concern, 
A pleaſure which no language can expreſs, © - 
An extacy that mothers only feel, 


Plays round my heart; and brightens up my forrow | 


Like gleams of ſunſhine i ina low'ring ſky: = 
Though plung'd i in ills, and exercis'd in eare, Fitts 
Yet never let the noble mind deſpair : 55 

When preſt by dangers and beſet with foes, 
The gods their timely ſuccour interpoſe ; 


And when our virtue finks; o'erwhelm'd with grief, | 


By unforeſeen expedients OR n 
| Lau omnes. 
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Of the Inner Templa - 
| Spoken by Andromache. 


I Hope you'll oon, that with becoming art, 

Pe play d my game, and topp'd the widows part . 
My ſpouſe, poor man, could not live out the . | 
But dy'd commodiouſly on his wedding- 

While I, his relid, made at one bold fg, 5 


Mel If a princeſs, and y young Sy a ling. 


— Tou, lads, ao prota —— 


And hear your ſervants figh whole years in vain ; 
Which of you all would not on marriage venture, 


Might fhe fo ſoon upon her jointure enter? 


*T was a ſtrange ſcape ! Had Pyrrhus liv'd till now, 
I had been finely hamper'd in my vow. 
To die by one's oxwn hand, and fly the charms 
Of love and life in a young monarch's arms ! 
*Tavere an hard fate———ere I had undergone it, 
J might have took one night——to think upon it. 


But why, youll ſay, was all this grief expreſt 
For a firſt huſband, laid long fence at r? 


FI. EPILOGUE. 


at fl N 


Why fo much coldneſs to my kind protefor ? 
Ab, ladies had you known the good man Hector 
Homer evill tell you, (or Im mit inform d, 
_ That, when enrag d, the Grecian camp he florm'd ; 
To break the ten-fold barriers of th the gate, 
He threw a flone of ſuch prodigi igtous weight 
Ar no two men could lift, not even of thoſe, 
Who in that age of thund'ring mortals roſe : 
— avould * a dozen mans beaux. 


Ht length, Bower, 7 Ba my weeds * . 

L funk the widow j in the well-dreſe'd bride, . 

4 1 fil remains to grace the play, 

{ fe nbith j foy my coronation da: 
£ 74 25 then, ye circles of the brave and fair, 3 
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70 HIS ROYAL. HIGHNESS 
SRO en 


a wars Wie“ 

| PHE, oF WALES.” | 

(* 221 N * 
1 f 1 r * Ln s 1 


den 4849 Aro or , A* 


sis, 


Iv Dediatioiri.cedtalh 100 which Bau, wr, 
Mankind expe? 10 find little Sentiment, and A 
Truth. A grateful dmagination adorns its Bengfactar 
 wvith every Virtue, and even flatters. with Sincerity. 
| Hence the  Potirait of each Patton of che Muſes is 
drawn with the ſame Outline, and finiſhed as. a. Mo- 
del of Peha. Tuftrutted by the Errors of othera, 
preſume not to make "the Panegyrick of , the Prince 
of Warks, nar 10 extol the Patronage of | Literature 
as the, moſt ſhining Quality 4 Prince. Your Royal 
Highneſs vill. permit me to mention one ſort of Pas 
tranage hich tan never Ie praiſed too much ; that, I 
ens which extending" its Influence io the 2ohole 
Society, forms and excites the Genius of Indi viduals 
10 exalting the * ey the State. 

ns, that. revive, in a . and 27550 civi- 
| hized People thoſe Viriues of , Courage, Manhood, and 
Love of their Country, which are moſt apt, in the Pros 
- greſe of Refinement, to decay, 7 a the ſame 
D 3 


82 DEDICATION. 


time that Pleafing and ornamental Genius, which can- 
not ſubſet in a Mind that does not partake of thoſe 
Qualitier which-it Agſcribrr. T his is an Obſervation 
evhich has "eſcaped the Notice( of the greater Part of 
| Writers, who have. inguinei into the cauſes of the 
| Growth and Decay of Paetry and Eloguence 3 but it 
Has not eſcaped ng Penetration "of LoxGinus, who 
eoriting in the Decline of the Roman Empire, and 
lamenting that the true Sublime was not to be, found 
in the Works of his Time, boldly imputes that De- 
ett to the Change Poli; und tnumerates with 
 Trndignation' the Vite: "of Avarice, Efeninacy, and 
Pnfilanimity, which, ariſing from "the Laſs of Liberty, 
had ſo enthralled wy debaſed the Minds of Men, that 
they could not © look * r be cally) it, to any thing 
elevated und ſublime \: And bere, at in other D 
tions," the great — quotes \ the "Authority of his 

"Maſter Homer. The Day of Slavery bereaves a Man 
of half his Virtue. "The" Experience" of ſucceeding 
Timer has ſhewn” that Genius is Mb by" Changer. 
teſs violent than the" Loſt" of * Liberty. ; "that # ever 
Houriſbes in Times of Vigour and" Enterprize, and 
ww en pag the wg pts f th ane 


Your Royal Hi , 4. Heir 3 97 the 
"Britiſh Empire, hath in view the noble Field that 
ver a laudable Ambition entered. The envied State 


of this Nation cannot remain preciſely as it it; the 


as. 


NX. RN 8 


. I. 2 


c / Ss. A 3 


DEDICATION. | — 


Tide muſt flow, or ebb faſter than it has ever flowed. 

4 Prince deftined-in ſuch a Period to reign, begins a 
memorable Era of Perfektion or Degeneracy. The 

ſerious Cares and princely. Studies of your Youth, 
the wifible Tenor of your generous and conſtant 

Mind, have filled the Breaſts of all good Men with | 
hopes of you. equal to their Wiſhes. That theſe 

Hopes may be fulfilled in their utmoſt "_ is the 

"—_ and ardent 260 of np! | 


2 our "Bong! Highneſs's | 
Moft humble 
119“ obediens, 
nd moſt drooted Servant, | 
Jou HOME. 


* * U = 3 —— 
* 


Tas Aue of the Tragedy. of 3 Was l 
nally deſigned for the Miniſtry— The Biographia 
remarks, that looking upon Tragedy as 'a Moral 
Poem, inculcating the pureſt principles of Reli- 
gion, he did not imagine the particular deſigna- 
tion of his life as at all exempting him from thus 
indulging in the ſtrong bent of Genius: — He ac- 
cordingly compoſed the Tragedy of Douglas. 


The Kirk of Scotland however, conſcientiouſly 


„ doubt, endeavoured to win over this ſtray child 


from preſumed perdition, and finding him reſo- 
lutely bent upon ſtanding the hazard of the die, 
they charitably perſecuted not merely himſelf, but 
thoſe who encouraged our young Bard. 


If he bore up againſt all this inveterate wrong, 
he had the ſucceſs of his piece to conſole him for 
what he might loſe, and what was certainly better 
ſtill for Home, the attention of the Earl of Burz, 
who, like a true Mecenas, introduced him to the 


JOHN HOME. 


knowledge of his AvcusrTus, our preſent gra- 
cious SOyEREIGN,. then Prince of Wales; this 
aſſured Mr Homs the comforts of a penſion, and 
we believe a place. He * has kept the noiſeleſs 
. * tenour of his way, known only te his-Frivades 
and to the Muſes. . | 


*> 
» , % 4 £% I 
; 7 * $- = 4 
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1 DoveLas, printed 1757 4 ara Procovenr | x 769 
2 Ros 14758 „35 17,” 177 
3 Steck or AquiILEIA 1760 6 ALrRED - - 77 


RN 


Ms. Gray offers an opinion upon this 8 0 
conſonant with that of the preſent writer, that he 
claims permiſſion to eite it, as, poetically, an autho- 
rity perhaps the ige. I am greatly ſtruck with 
« the tragedy of Douglas, though i it has infinite faults: 
« the author ſeems. to have retrieved the true lan- 
66 guage of the ſtage, which had been loſt for theſe 
4 hundred years; and there is one fcene between Ma- 
&« tilda and the old peaſant ſo maſterly, that it ſtrikes 

% me blind to all the defects in the wor | 


dis tragedy abounds in neryous pictureſque and 
pathetic writing; the chief incidents are extracted 
from an antient Scottiſh Ballad, entitled Cnirp 
 Mavrice.—To ſupply curiofity with a reference at 
| * it is here printed correQly ;— 


CHILD MAURICE. 


CnIID Mavkice was an erle's fon 
His name it waxed wide; 

It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor yit his meikle pride, 

But for his dame, a lady gay 
Wha livd on Carron ſide. 


U 


CHILD $krimroy. * — 2 


"Whar fall-I my 2 bogoy: boy 
That will vin hoſe and: 8 5 
Tbat will gae to lord Barnard's ha, 
And bid bis lady come? 


And ye maun rin exrand Willie, 
And ye maun rin yvi ſpeid; 

When ither boys gang on . . 
Ve fall ha prancing ſteid.. 


« O no] oh no my maſter dei! 
46 dar na for my life; 5 +7 1 


I go gae to the bauld batons, 0 + 


60 For to trieſt Fun, bis wife.“ 


« My,bird-Willie, my boy Wilbe, 
« My deir Willie, he fad. 
6 How gan ye ſtrive againſt he Accim? 


For I fall be obey d. 


But O my maſter deir becryd, - 
In grenewade. ye're your lane: 

Gi or fic thochts I wald ye — 
66 For feir ye ſold be tage,” c 


Haſte, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha, 


Bid her come —.— wi ſpeid; 
If ye refuſe my hie command, 
* I'll gar your body bleid. 


Otte hid her tak this gay mantel, 
* Tis a gowd bot the hem; 


Bid her come to PRs A 
0 Ein by herſel alane ; 


8 CHILD: Mannie. 


And there# —— ak, 8 
Her r | 
_ © And'bitherwomets Ohlld Maurioe; 
U Speir nae bald barem s leive;” 


mM ves 1 0 8 a 
« Thoueh it he to your'coft ; 
3 sen eee eee 
« Init 8 froſt. 


Wo The baron he's a man o micht, e ' 
He neir could bide aun * 
7 78 Andie win ger befote ite nicht 
„ 5ma cauſe ye ha to vaunt. 


„ And foil main yout'es? Hl 
<« Sac ſait againſt my Wim 
* i ſe:mak a vow; andikeip Tur : 
It fall be done for ill.“ !“ 


Whan he cam to the broken brig. 
He bent his bow and ſwam" 
Sat . feet and tan 


And * he cam toBirnard's rest, 
Wo ld neither chap ber 5 | 
But ſet his bent bow: to bis dreiſt V p 

Aad lichtly lap the M... 


He wald na tell the man his errand” * 
Thoch he ſtude ät the yeat: 

| | But .ſtreight into the ha he eam, big ? 
5 Whar they were ſet at meat. 


- 


chu Magick. 

— a — — net— 

Hai . rer we - egg U | 

My meſlage winna wait, 

Dame, ye maun to the grenewode gae, 
Afore * it be mana ; 


C4 „ „„ 


99 3 tak this gay: mantel; 
$ Tis a gowd bot the hem: | 
Ve maun haſte to the 1 | 
6 Ein by yourſel alane, | 


p 1 there: 6 * en "wp 'F 
* Your ain hand ſewd the fleive ; 

Ve maui gae ſpeik to Child Maurice; 
e Spelr nae n baron 5 er 


And winked wi "i ele; 
But a that ſhe cold ſay wa 
mim e 
"+ 474 CF 14-4 ha . 
46 It's furchy to my bon a 
4 It neir cold be to me.“ 
by I brocht it to lord Barhard's lady, 
s ps mona * . 157 


Then, up _d ſpak at caſt teas | 
| (The bairn upon her knie) 
ii be cum from Child Maurice 
It's deir weleum to me,” 


Fe lie, ye lie, ye filthy nurſe, 
\ © Sac loud as I heir ye lie; 
* I brocht it to lord Barnard's lady 
_ * I trow ye be hae ſhee,” | 


Then up ven” ſoake the auld _ ; 
An angry man was he? 

He has tane the table wi his 8 
Sae has he wi his knie, 

Till cryſtal cup and ezar diſh 
* ne er 


518 . ee clidings 
« Wia the haſte ye ca, 
« AndT'll gae to the gude * 
* eee ee ere a 
50 © bids at 1 de Barnard! 
I ward ye bide at hamez 
© Neir wyte a man for violence, 

a n ae Pos nane.“ 
Child Maurice ſatin cations, a 
He whiſtled and he ſang: 

„ O what meins a the folk ne 
"78 n 3 


. F if . ' 


_ Wimeikleduleandicare; 1! | 
And there he firſt ſpyd Child Maurice, 
-Kaiwing er eee i gb n: 
tal gun ad! 
© Nae Ae nae Wa ex Maurice. 
© My lady loes thee weil? 
« The faireſt part of my body 
* Is blacker than thy bel. 


— 


Nd bed Child Mare, 
For a thy great bewtie, 


CHILD MAURICE.” 0 3 . 
40 * tlie wh yet Ur both 

MPS. , That head fall Bae wi me. 

7 Now be bas dtn Hit rtl brand, | . 
And flaided wr the frac; © 1 | 


And throuch' Child Maurice fait | 
He gar'd the cunld iroh pac. * 


| Arid he bas tane Child Maurice held, 
And ſet it on a their; . 0 


1 


The meineſt wan Ju his train, 
Has gotten that heid to beir. 


And he bas ans bud Mairice = 
Lid him acroſs his ſteid : 
And brocht him to his painted bower : ü 


Aud laid him MEI | 
{TED Wy 7” | 


1 


F · » 
-  Beheld baith dale and down 155 
And there ſhe ſaw Child Maurich. heid 


Cam tralling to owe _ [0 


4 « Better I loe het bluidy heig, 
% Bot and that yellow hair, 
0 „Than lord: Barnard and a his lands 
« As they lig 1 _ ano 


Lian 2 - 


4313 AT n 
And ſhe has mne bud. Maurice bei if 
And kiſſed baith cheik and chin; | | 
« ] was ane fo of Child Maurice * | 
« As the Nö! is o the ſtave, 


4 1 gat. re in my father's bouſe... 7 45 | 
40 Wi meikle fin and ſhame ; | | 


* 2 — 


421 brocht ye vp in the IG | 
by Ken'd 38 myſel alane;, "$170 oh 


k * Af have Ly thy eraddle Gtten,-.. 
And fondly ſein thee: fleip; | 
* Buk now I maun gae bout thy ers 
A mother's teirs.to weip.” |; 


| Again ſhe kiſs'd his Pally cheik, . THY 


Again his Bluidy chin; 9-564 

« O better! looęd my ſon Mauri 
10 Than a my kyth an ad kin!“ 

* Awa, awa, ye ill woman, 

An ill dethe may ye die! 

Gin L had ken'd he was your ſon 
He had elt hein'ſliyue by mes / wa 


6 os uct nn 


«© Obraid me not for ſhame'!'' 
« Wi that ſam ſpeir, O perce my heart, 
n. IEG HF IOne't 28 


«© Since navthing but Child Mari heid 
©, Thy jealous rage cold quell 

« Let that ime hand now tak ber Lye 
E. That neir "FE thee ne _— 


« To me | a 1 nor -nſchts 
„ Will eir be ſaft or kind? 

« P]fillthe air with heavy fichs, -- 
« ren ww © 


0 Eneuch of bluid 8 me "s heen Er 
6 seek not our dethe Trae me z 


Hi n 164 9:31 14 


— 


d rather far it had been myſel, 


* Than either him or thee, 


eee brewer: 2 


_ © Sair, fair, I rue the deid. N 0 
That eir 2. curſed hand of mine 5 
© Sold gar his body bleid! 


9 K Deyank-paverielin; my — 


* They tir can heal the wound; Abe, 
* Ye fee his heid upon the ſpeir, 
L His] heart 3 bluid on che ground. i 


. 1 cute the hand that did the _ \ wh 
The heart that thocht the ill, vr e 
* The feet that bare me wi ſie . 

© The comely youth to kill. | 


ll aye lameat for Child Mauiics | . no 
As gin he war my ain; NE” 

+ I'll neir forget the dreiry day 
* On which Vibe youth \ was. lan. 
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| | PROLOGUE. | 


10 vt 6 * : Ti WY Fic) F 


IN ence times, when Britain's 4. arme, 
Aud the he'd muſic of ber youth, alarms; = | 
A godlike race fuftain'd fair England's fame: 
Who has not heard of gallant Pixxcr's name ? 
Ay, and of Dove Such illuffious foes 

In rival Rome and Carthage never roſe ! 

From age to age bright - ſhone the Britiſh fire, 

And every hero was a hero's fire. 

When powerful fate derreed one warrior doom, 
Up ſprung the phenix from bis parent's tomb. 

But «whilſt thoſe getefous. rivals fought | and fell, 
Thoſe generous rivals low'd each other- well - 
Tho' many # Hoody feld was Toft and won, 
Nothing in hate, in honour all was done. 
When PixR Y wrong” d, defy'd his prince or Peers, 
#a aft came the DovoLas with bis Scottiſh ſpears ; 
And, wvhen proud DovGLas made his King his foe, 
For DoveLas, Prexcy bent his Engliſh bow. 
ExpelÞd their native hames by adverſe fate, | 
They Lnochᷣ d alternate at each other's gate: 

Then blaz'd the caſtle, at the midnight hour, - 
For him-awhofe arms had ſhook its firmeſt tow'r. 


PROLOGUE. Th 


— RD 2 RED ASTS. coi 17 UEFA AP ls Nr} PIES ons - 49 we 


This night a DovGLas your protection claims; 
Acwife ! a mother! Pity's ſofteſt names : 

The ftory of her voes indulgent hear, © 
And grant your ſupplant all Jbe begs, a tear, 

In confidence ſhe begs ; and hopes to find | 

Each Engliſh breaft, lile noble Pixxcr's, lind. 


- 


FFP HOPPE i ace WAR el 7 
1 * % - 4 , * Pa F 
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Srots AT EDINBURGH: 


. 


I days of claſſic ſame, when Perſia's Lord 

 Oppos'd his millions to the Grecian ſword, 
Flouriſh'd the flate of Athens, ſmall her fore, 

Rugged her ſoil, and rocky was her ſtore, | 

Like Caledonia's e yet ſbe gain d a name 

That flands unrivul d in the rolls of fame, 

Such proud pre-eminence not valour gave, 
For abo than Sparta's dauntleſ; font more brave ? 
But learning, and the love of every art, | 
That virgin Pallas and the Muſe impart. 

Above the reſt the Tragic Muſe admir'd 
Each Attic breaft with nobleft paſſions fir'd. 

In peate their poets with their heroes ſbar'd 
Glory, the hero's, andthe bard's reward. 
The Tragic Muſe each glorious record hept, | 
And, over the kings ſbe ronguer d; Athens wept®, 
Here let me ceaſe, impatient for the ſcene, 
- I» you T need not praiſe the Tragic Queen $ 
Oft has this audience ſoft compaſſion ſhowa 


To aoes of heroes, heroes not their own. 


*See the Peas 41 of Æſchylus. 


r rr * 


PTS - *- - a8 

This night our ſcenes no common tear demand, 
He comes, the hero of your native land! _ 
DoveLas, à name thro" all the world renown'd, 

A name that rouſes lik the trumpet's ſound ! 

t have your fathers, prodigal of life, 

A DovecLas follow'd thro' the bloody firife'; 

Hoſts have been known at that dread name to yield, 
And, DovGLas dead, his name hath won the __ 

L .iſten attentive to the various tale, 
Marl if the author's kindred feelings fail; 

Sway'd by alternate hopes, alternate ſears, 

He waits the teſt of your congenial tears. 

If they ſhall flow, back to the muſe he flies, 0 
And bids your heroes in ſucceſſion riſe ; 
Collefts the wand'ring warriors as they roam, 
DovcLas aſſures them of a welcome home. 
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} : NorvaL „FC - Mr. Kemble. 
0 - _- Mr, Benſley. 
as Lavy RANDOLPH - . Mrs. Siddons. 
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- | Men. 
Lond RanDoLen - - Mr, Farren. 
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| DoveLas . — - Mr. Holman, 
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DOUGLAS. 


ACT LL SEND. 


— 


The C ourt of a Caſtle, 3 with W rods E nies 
\ .. Lady Rax bol. 


| Lady Randolph. 
Vr woods and wilds, whoſe melancholy gloom 
Accords with my ſoul's ſadneſs, and draws forth 
The voice of ſorrow from my burſting heart, 
Farewel a while: I will not leave you long; 
For in your ſhades I deem ſome ſpirit dwells, ' 
Who from the chiding ſtream, or groaning oak, 
Still hears and anſwers to Matilda's moan. 
Oh, Douglas! Douglas ! if departed ghoſts ' 
Are &er permitted to review this world, 
Within the circle of that wood thou art, 
And with the paſſion of immortals hear'ſt 
My lamentation : hear'ſt thy wretched wife 
Weep for her huſband ſlain, her infant lod... 
My brother's timeleſs death I ſeem to mourn . 
Who periſn d with thee on this fatal day.— pz 

E 2 


100 DOUGLAS, „ Acr 1. 
To thee I lift my voice; to thee addreſs 
The plaint which mortal ear has never heard. 
'O diſregard me not; tho' I'm call'd 
Another's now, my heart is wholly thine. = 
Incapable of change, affection lies 
Buried, my Douglas, in thy bloody grave. 
But Randolph comes, whom fate has made my lord, 
To chide my.anguiſh, and defraud the dead. 
Enter Lord RANDOLPH: 1 75 
- Lord R. Again theſe weeds ol woe ! ſay, doſt thou 
well 
"To feed a paſhon which a 1 life? 
The living claim ſome duty; vainly thou 
Beſtow'ft thy cares upon the ſilent dead. 
Lady R. Silent, alas! is he for whom I mourn : 
Childleſs, without memorial of his name, 
He only now in my remembrance lives. 
This fatal day ſtirs my time-ſettled ſorrow, 
oy Troubles afreſh the fountain of my heart. 
Lord R. When was it pure of ſadneſs ! Theſe 
black weeds | 
885 Expreſs the wonted colour of thy mind, 
4 For ever dark and diſmal. | Seven long years 
« Are paſs'd, ſince we were join'd by ſacred ties: 
41 Clouds all the while have hung upon thy brow, 
Nor broke, nor parted by one gleam of joy.” 
Time, that wears ont the trace of deepeſt anguiſh, 
« As the ſea ſmoothes the prints made in the land,” 
Has paſs'd o'er thee in vain. | 
« Lady R. If time to come 
„ Should prove as * yet, my lord, 
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Thou can'ſt not blame me. When our Scottiffi 
youth 
% Vy'd with each other for my lackleſs love, 
“Oft I beſought them, I implor'd them all 
Not to aſſail me with my father's aid, 

Nor blend their better deſtiny with mine. 
For melancholy had congeal'd my blood, 

And froze affection in my chilly breaſt. 

At laſt my Sire, rous'd with the baſe attempt 

& 'To force me from him, which thou rend'red'ſt vain, 
« To his own daughter bow'd his hoary head, 

“ Beſought me to commilerate his age, 

And vow'd he ſhould not, could not 090 in peace, 
ce Unleſs he ſaw me wedded, and ſecur'd 

* From violence and outrage. Then, my lord! 

1 In my extreme diſtreſs I call'd on thee, - 

„ Thee I beſpake, profeſs'd my ſtrong dee 

To lead a ſingle, ſolitary life, 3 
« And begg'd thy Nobleneſs, not to en 
&« Her for a wife whoſe heart was dead to . 

% How thou perliſted'ſt after this, thou know'ft,. 
% And muſt confeſs that I am not unjuſt, 
Nor more to thee. than to myſelf injurious. 
« Lord R. That I confels; yet ever muſt regret 
The grief I cannot cure.” Would thou wert not 

Compos'd of grief and tenderneſs alone, 

But had'it a ſpark of other paſſions in thee, 
“Pride, anger, vanity, the ſtrong deſire 

«© Of admiration, dear to woman-kind; box i 
& Theſe might contend with, and allay thy grief, 

« As meeting tides and currents e, our b ch. 
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* Lady R. To ſuch a cauſe the human mind oft 
Bf owes 
| * © Its tranſient calm, a calm I envy not.“ 
Lord R. Sure thou art not the daughter of Sir Mal 
colm: | 
Strong was his rage, eternal his reſentment : : 
For when thy brother fell, he ſmil'd to hear 
That Douglas? ſon in the ſame field was ſlain. 
Lady R. Oh! rake not upthe aſhes of my fathers : 
Implacable reſentment was their crime, 81 
And grievous has the expiation been. 
Contending with the Douglas, gallant lives 
Of either houſe were loſt ; my anceſtors 
'Compell'd, at laſt, to leave their ancient ſeat 
On Tiviot's pleaſant banks; and now, of them 
No heir is left. Had they not been ſo ſtern, . 
I had not been the laſt of all my race. £21 


I never aſk'd of thee that ardent love 

Which in the breaſts of fancy's children burns. 
Degent affection and complacent kindneſs 
Were all I wiſh'd for; but I wiſh'd in vain. 
Hence with the leſs regret my eyes behold 
The ftorm-of war that gathers o'er this wade : 

If I ſhould periſh bythe. Daniſh ſword, 

Matilda would not ſhed one tear the more. 
Lady R. Thou doſt not think ſo : woeful as I am, 
I love thy merit, and eſteem thy virtues. 
But whither go'ſt thou now ? 55 
Lord R. Straight to the cam, 
Where every warior on the tip- toe — 
Of ä and impatient aſks 


Lord R. Thy grief wreſts to its n my words. | 
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Each who arrives, if he is come to tel! 
The Danes are landed. 
Lady R. O, may adverſe winds, 

Far from the coaſt of Scotland, drive their fleet f 
And every ſoldier of both hoſts return 
In peace and ſafety to his en home ! 

Lord R. Thou ſpeak'it ; a woman's, hear a warriors 

with : 

Right from their native land, the ſtormy EY 
May the wind blow, till every keel is fix*d : 
Immoveable in Caledonia's ſtrand ! 
Then ſhall our foes repent their bold invaſion, 


And roving armies ſhan the fatal ſhore. 


Lady R. * War I deteſt: but war with foreign foes, 
« Whoſe manners, language, and whoſe looks are 
| ſtrange, 

« Is not ſo horrid, nor to me ſo hateful, 

« As. that which with our neighbours oft we wage. 
« A river here, there an ideal line, 

« By fancy drawn, divide the ſiſter kingdoms, 

64 On each fide dwells a people ſimilar, 


„As twins are to each other; valiant both; 


« Both for their valour famous thro? the world. 
&« Yet will they not unite their kindred arms, 

« And, if they muſt have war, wage diſtant war, 
« But with each other fight in cruel conflict. 
66 Gallant in ſtrife, and noble in their ire, 


The battle is their paſtime. They go forth 
0 Gay i in the morning, as to ſummer ſport ; 


« When ev'ning comes, the glory of the morn, 
The youthful warrior is a clod of clay. | 
“ Thus fall the prime of either hapleſs land; 
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«And fuch the fruit of "EO and Engliſh wars. 

Lord R. I'll hear no more: this melody would make 
« A ſoldier drop his ſword, and doff his arms, - 
« Sit down and weep the conqueſts he has made ; 
Vea, (like a monk), ſing reſt and peace in heav'n 
To ſouls of warriors in his battles ſlain.“ 


Lady, farewel : ] leave thee not alone; 220 
: Yonder comes one whole love makes duty light. 
| [ Ex, 
Enter Anna. 


Anna. Forgive the raſhneſy of your Anna's love: 
Urg'd by affection, l have thus preſum'd | 
To interrupt your ſolitary thoughts; 

And warn you of the hours that you neglect, 
And loſe in ſadneſs, 
Lady R. So to loſe my hours 

Is all the uſe 1 wiſh to make of time, 
Anna. To blame thee, lady, ſuits not with my ſtate; 
But ſure I am, fince death firſt prey'd on man, 
Never did ſiſter thus a brother mourn. - 
What had your ſorrows been if you had loſt, 
In early youth, the huſband of your den | 

Lady R. Oh! | 
Anna. Havel diſtreſsꝰd you with + Bo love, 

And ill-tim'd mention of your brother's fate? 
Forgive me, Lady: humble though I am, 

The mind I bear partakes not of my fortune: 
So fervently I love you, that to dix 
Theſe piteous tears, I'd throw my life away. 240 


Gi 
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Lach R. What power Am thy unconſcious | 
| tongue | 8900 Jas? 
To ſpeak as thou haſt done? P to ane ee. MW 
Anna. 1 know not: 1 L 1 
But fince my words have de my ail bee, 


I will ſpeak ſo no more: but ſilent mix 


My tears with hers. 2 
Lady R. No, thou ſhalt l te 4 
I'll truſt thy faithful love, and thou ſhalt be 


| Henceforth th* inſtructed partner of my woes. 
But what avails it? Can thy feeble pit 


Roll back the flood of never- ebbing zime? 
Compel the earth and ocean to e 499 
Their dead alive? 0 
Anna. What means my bei miſtreſs ? nh 
Lady R. Ow thou! not lh og . dmy bo. 
been, 9 
If I in early youth had loſt a Huſband — 
In the cold boſom of the earth is lodg'd, 
Mangl'd with wounds, the huſband of en yout "oy 


And in ſome cavern of the ocean lies AA 


My child and his. N $594. 8 rd nat 
Anna. Oh Lady moſt wer AA. 7 7 
The tale wrapt up in your _— words 


Deign to unfold. 


Lady R. Alas! an ancient "OFT 
Hereditary evil, was the ſource 
Of my misfortunes. Ruling fate decreed, 


That my brave brother ſhould-in battle fave: | 


'The life of Douglas? ſon, our houſe's foe : 
'The youthful. warriors yow'd ne friendibip 
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To ſee the vauntedl ſiſter of his friend, | 
Impatient, Douglas to Balarmo came, 
Under-a-borrow?d name. My heart he gain'd ; 
Nor did I long refuſe the hand he begg*'d: 

My brother's preſence authoris'd-our marriage. 


Three weeks, three little weeks, with wings of down, 


Had o'er vs flown, when my lov'd lord: was call'd 
To fight his father's battles; and with him, 
In ſpite of all my tears, did Malcolm go. 
| Scarce. were they gone, when my ſtern! fire was told 
That the falſe;ftranger was lord Douglas? ſon. 
Frantic with rage, the baron drew his ſword 
And queſtionꝰd me. Alone, forſaken, faint, 
Kneeling beneath his ſword, fault'ring I took 
An oath equivocal; that I ne'er-would 
Wed one of Douglas name. Sincerit7 !? 
Thou firſt of virtues, let no mortal lese 
Thy onward path, although the earth ſhould | gape, 
And from the gulph of hell deſtruction cry, 
To take diſſimulation's winding WA oy. 
Anna. Alas! how few of woman's fearful kind 

Durſt own a truth ſo hardy! Lads at 
Taqdy R. The firſt truth / 1 

Is eaſieſt ta avowW. This aa "ie 3 
This precious We from my tragic tale, —— 
In a few days the dreadful tidings came 
That Douglas and my brother both were ſlain. 
iy lord I my life 1-my huſband ! mighty God 
What had I done to merit ſuch affliction? 

Anna. My deareſt lady! many a tale of tears 
Ive liften'd:to ; but never did I bear . 
A tale ſa ſad as this. | 
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Lady R. In the firſt days eee 10, 

Of my diſtracting grief, J found W 

As women wiſh to be who love their lords. 

But who durſt tell my father? The good prieſt 

Who join'd our hands, my brother's ancient tutor, 

With his Iov'd Malcolm, in the battle fell: 

They two alone were privy to the marriage. 

On ſilence and concealment I reſolv'd, 

Till time ſhould make my father's fortune mine. 

That very night on which my ſon was born, 

My nurſe, the only confident I had, 

Set out with him to reach her ſiſter's houſe : 

But nurſe, nor infant have I ever ſeen, 

Or heard of, Anna, ſince that fatal hour. 

My murder'd child had thy fond Mother fear'd 

The loſs of thee, ſhe had loud fame defy*d, 

, © Deſpis*d her father's rage, her father's grief, 

4 And wander'd with thee ene the ſcorning 

- world.” 

Anna. Not ſeen nor heard of! then tick he lives. 
Lady R. No. It was dark December; wind and rain 

Had beat all night. Acroſs the Carron lay | 

The deſtin'd road; and in its ſwelling flood 

My faithful ſervant periſh'd with my child. 

« Oh ! hapleſs ſon of a moſt hapleſs ſire ! 

“ Bat they are both at reſt ; and I alone 

« Dwell in this world of woe, condemn'd to walk, 

« Like a guilt-troubled ghoſt, my painful ound 7; * 

Nor has deſpiteful fate permitted me 

The comfort of a ſolitary ſorrow. 

Though dead to love, I was compell'd to eg 

Randolph, who ſnatch'd me from a villain's arms; 
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And Randolph now poſſeſſes the domains 
That by Sir Malcolm's death on me devolv'd ; 
Domains, that ſhould to Douglas? ſon have giv n 
A baron's title and a baron's power. 

Such were my ſoothing thoughts, while 5 bewail'd 
« The ſlaughter'd father of a ſon unborn. 
And when that ſon came, like a ray from heav'n, 
Which ſhines and diſappears; alas; my child! 

« How long did thy fond mother graſp the hope 
% Of having thee, ſhe knew not how, reſtor'd. 
« Year after year hath worn her hope away; 
“Rut left fill undiminiſh'd her deſite. 

Anna. The hand that Wo th' uneven thread of 

life, 0 

c May ſmooth the 1 char 's 1 to come ie of yours. 
Lach R. Not in this world; I have conſider d well 
&« Tt's various evils, and on whom they fall. 
« Alas ! how oft does goodneſs wound itſelf? 
And ſweet affection prove the ſpring of woe.” 

Oh! had I died when my loy'd huſband fell! 
Had ſome good angel op d to me the book 
Of Providence, and let me read my life, 
My heart had broke, when I beheld the ſum 
Of ills, which one by one LI have endur'd. 

Anna. 'That God, whoſe miniſters good angels are, 
Hath ſhut the book, ip mercy to mankind ; | 
But we muſt leave this theme: Glenalvon comes; 
Ila bim bend on you his thoughtful eyes, 

And hitherwards he flowly ſtalks his way. 

Lady R. 1 will avoid bim. An ungracious perſon 
1s doubly irkſame io an hour like this. Or | 


* 
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Anna. Why ſpeaks my lady thus to dards 
| heir ? 
Lady R. Becauſe he's not the heir of an 
virtues. | 
Subtle and ſhrewd, he offers to mankind 
An artificial image of himſelf: 
And he with eaſe can vary to the taſte 
Of different men, its features. Self-denied, 
« And maſter of his appetites he feems : 
« But his ſierce nature, like a fox chain'd up, 
% Watches to ſeize unſeen the wiſh'd-for prey. 
Never were vice and virtue pois'd ſo ill, 
& As in Glenalvon's unrelenting mind.“ 
Vet is he brave and politic in war, 
And ſtands aloft in theſe unruly times. 
Why I deſcribe him thus PI tell hereafter. 
Stay, and detain him till I reach the caſtle. 
Exit. Lady Rax Dol n. 
Anna. Oh happineſs ! ! where art thou to be found? 
I ſee thou dwelleft not with birth and beauty, 
Tho? grac'd with grandeur and in wealth array d: 3 
Nor doſt thou, it would ſeem with virtue dwell; 
Elſe had this gentle lady miſs'd thee not. 


Enter GLENALYON. 


Glen. What doſt thou muſe on, meditating maid 
Like ſome entranc'd and viſionary ſeer, s 
On earth thou ſtand'ſt, thy thoughts aſcend to heaven. 

Anna. Would that I were, e'en as thou lay „ 

ö 


To have my doubts by heavenly viſion clear d 


wo. DOUGLAS. | Aer l. 

Glen. What doſt thou doubt of? What haſt thou 
to do 

With ſu iects intricate? Thy youth, thy beauty, 

Cannot be queſtion'd : think of thefe good gifts; 

And then thy contemplations will be pleaſing. 

Anna. Let women view yon monument of woe, 

Then boaſt of beauty: who ſo fair as ſhe? 

But 1 muſt follow ; this revolving ary” 

Awakes the mem'ry of her antient woes. Fxit Anna. 
- Glen. L. ſolus] So !—Lady Randolph uns me; by 

: and by 

| Vl woo her as the lion wooes his binds.” 

The deed's a doing now, that makes me lord 

Of theſe rich valleys, and a chief of pow'r 

The ſeaſon is moſt apt; my ſounding ſteps 

Will not be heard amidſt the din of arms. 

Randolph has liv'd too long: his better fate 

Had the aſcendant once, and kept me down: 

When I had ſeiz'd the dame, by chance he came, 

Reſcu'd, and had the lady for his labour; 

- I ſeap'd unknown; a ſlender conſolation | 

Heav'n is my witneſs that I do not love 

To ſow in peril, and let others reap - 

The jocund harveſt. Yet I am not ſafe : 

By love or ſomething like it, ſtung, inflam'd, 

Madly I blabb'd my paſſion to his wife, 

And ſhe has threaten'd to acquaint him of it. 

The way of woman's will I do not know: 

But well I know the Baron's wrath is deadly. 

1 will not live in fear: the man I dreads 

Is as a Dane to me: ay, and the man 

Who — betwixt me and | my chief deſtre. 


* 
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No bar but he; ſhe has no kinſman near; 
No brother in his ſiſter's quarrel bold ; 419 


And for the righteons cauſe, a Wande s caule, 
F know 1 no o chief that will defy Gletalvon. Exil. 
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A Court, Qc. * 33 uw a Stranger at one 
door, and Tl Ray DOLPH and Anna at another... 


Ri Lady Randahph. | uy 


Wuar means this G4 Stranger, ſpeak ſecure ; ; 
Haſt thou been wrong d! 2 Haye theſe er men Peer 
| ſum'd | 
To vex the weary t traveller on his way? 

F. Ser. By us no ſtranger ever ſuffered wrong: 
This man with outcry wild has called us forth ; 
80 ſore afraid he cannot ſeak his fears. fv 


Enter Lond Ranvor. Pa and a young man, 2 their 
© x 7 words drawn and ' bloody. 


Lady R. Not yain t the lager, s fears ! how fares 
my lord. 


* 1 * * * 


| 
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Lord R. That i it fares well, thanks to | his gallant 
: youth, OY \ 
Whoſe valour ſav'd me from a wretch * Are 1 


Ass down the winding dale I walk'd alone, 


At the croſs way four armed men attack'd me: 
Rovers, I judge, from the licentious camp, 
Who would have quickly laid lord Randolph low, 


Flad not this brave and generous ſtranger come, 
- Like my good angel, in the hour of fate, 


And mocking danger, made my foes his own. 


They turn'd upon him, but his active arm 


Struck to the ground, from whence they roſe no more, 
The fierceſt two; the others fled amain, 
And left him matter of the bloody fiel. 
Speak, lady Randolph ; upon beauty's tongue 
Dwell accents pleaſing to the brave and bold. 
Speak noble dame, and thank him for thy lord. 

Lady R. My lord, I cannot ſpeak what now I feel. 
My heart o'erflows with gratitude to Heav'n, 
And to this noble youth, who, all unknown 
To you and yours, deliberated not, 
Nor paus' d at peril, but, humanely brave, 
Fought on your fide againſt ſuch fearful odds. 
Have you not learn'd of him, whom we ſhould thank? 
Whom call the ſaviour of Iord Randolph's life ? 

Lord R. I aſk d that queſtion, and he anſwered not: 


But 1 muſt know, who my deliverer is. 


[To the Weder. 
Stran. A low. born man, of parentage obſcure, 
Who nought can boaſt but his deſire to be 
A ſoldier, and to gain a name-in arms. 


Lord R. Whoe'er thou art, thy ſpirit is ennobl'd 
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By the great King of kings ! thou art ordain'd 
And ftamp'd a hero, by the ſovereign hand 

Of Nature! bluſh not, flower of modeſty 

As well as valour, to declare thy birth. 

Stran. My name is Norval : on the Grampion hills 

My father feeds his flocks; a frugal ſwain, 

Whoſe conſtant cares were to increaſe his ſtore, 
And keep his only ſon, myſelf, at home. 

For I had heard of battles, and I long'd 

To follow to the field ſome warlike lord : 

And Heav'n ſogn granted what my fire deny'd, 
This moon which roſe laſt night, round as my ſhield, 
Had not yet fill'd her horns, when, by her light, 
A band of fierce barbarians, from the hills, 

Ruſh'd like a torrent down upon the vale, 
Sweeping our flocks and herds. The ſhepherds fled 
For ſafety and for ſuccour, I alone, 

With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 

Hover'd about the enemy, and mark'd ; 
The road he took; then haſted to my friends, 
Whom, with a troop of fifty choſen men, 

I met advancing. The purſuit I led. 
Till we &fertook the ſpoil- incumber'd foe. 69 
We fought and conquer'd. Ere a ſword was drawn, 
An arrow from my bow had pierc'd their chief, 
Who wore that day the arms which now I wear. 
Returning home in triumph, I diſdain'd 

The ſhepherd's ſlothful life; and having heard 
That our good king had ſummoned his bold peers 
To lead their warriors to the Carron fide, 

I left my father's houſe, and took with me 

A cholen ſervant to conduct my ſteps : 
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Yon trembling coward, who forſook his maſter. 
Journeying with this intent, I paſs'd theſe towers, 
And, Heaven- directed, came this day to do 
The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 
Lard Ran. He is as wiſe as brave. Was ever tale 
With ſuch a gallant modeſty rehears'd ? 
My brave deliverer | thou ſhalt enter now 
A nobler liſt, and in a monarch's fight 
Contend with princes for the prize of fame. 
I will preſent thee to our Scottiſh king, | 
Whole valiant ſpirit ever valour lov'd. 8 
Ahl my Matilda, wherefore ſtarts that tear? 
. Lady R. 1 cannot ſay : for various affecti ons, 
And ſtrangely mingled, in my boſom ſwell ; 
Yet each of them may well command a tear. 
I joy that thou art ſafe; and I admire | | 
Him and his fortunes, who hath wrought thy ſafety ; 
Yea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own. 
' Obſcure and friendleſs, he the army ſought, 
Bent upon peril, in the range of death 
Reſoly'd to hunt for fame, and with his ſword 
To gain diſtinction which his birth denied. 
In this attempt unknown he might have periſh'd, 
And gain'd with all his valour, but oblivion. 
Now, grac'd by thee, his virtue ſerves no more 
Beneath deſpair. The ſoldier now of hope 
He ftands conſpicuous ; fame and great renown 
Are brought within the compaſs of his ſword ; 
On this my mind reflected, whilſt you ſpoke, 
And bleſs'd the wonder-working Lord of Heaven. 
Lord R. Pious and grateful eyer are thy thoughts! 
My deeds ſhall follow where thou point'ſt the way. 
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Next to myſelf, and equal to Glenalvon, 102 
In honour and command ſhall Norval be. | 
Nor. I know not how to thank you. Rude I am, 

In ſpeech and manners : never till this hour 
Stood 1 in ſuch a prefence : yet, my lord, 
There's ſomething in my breaft, which makes me 
| bold | . 
To fay, that Norval ne'er will ſhame thy e 
Lady R. J will be ſworn thou wilt not. Thou ſhalt be 
My knight; and ever, as thou didſt to-day, 
With happy valour guard the life of Randolph. 
Lord R. Well haſt thou ſpoke. Let me forbid reply. 
[To NoRvAL. 
We are thy debtors ſtill ! Thy high deſert | 
O'ertops our gratitude. I muſt proceed, 
As was at firſt intended, to the camp. 
Some of my train,' I fee, are ſpeeding hither, 
Impatient, doubtleſs, of their lord's delay. 
Go with me, Norval, and thine eyes ſhall ſee 
The choſen warriors of thy native land, | 
Who languiſh for the fight, and beat the air 120 
With brandiſh'd fwords. . | 
Nor. Let us begone, my lord. 
Lord R. To Lady RANDOL H] About the time 
| that the declining ſun - 
Shall his broad orbit o*er yon hills ſuſpend, 
Expect us to return. This night once more 
Within theſe walls I reſt ; my tent J pitch 
Tomorrow in the field. Prepare the feaſt, 
Free in his heart who for his country fights : - 
He in the eve of battle may reſign \ 


Himſelf to ſocial pleaſure: fweeteſt then, 


116 _ DOUGLAS. | Aer II. 
When danger to a ſoldier's ſoul endears- _ 
The human joy that never may return. 
[ Exeunt RANDOLPH and „ 
Lady R. His parting words have ſtruck a fatal truth. 
Oh, Douglas! Douglas! tender was the time 
When we two parted, ne' er to meet again! 


. How many years of anguiſh and deſpair 
Has Heaven annex'd to thoſe ſwift-paſſing hours 


Of love and fondneſs. © Then my boſom's flame 
« Oft, as blown back by the rude breath of fear 


4 Return'd, and with redoubled ardour blaz'd.”” 140 


Anna. May gracious Heav'n 1 the ſweet balm X 
of peace 


Into the wounds that feſter in _ breaſt 


For earthly conſolation cannot cure tgem. 
Lady R. One only cure can Heav'n itſelf beſtow z— 

A grave that bed in which the weary reſt, 

Mretch that I am! Alas ! why am Iſo? 

At every happy parent I repine! 

How bleſt the mother of yon gallant Norval 1 

She for a living huſband bore her pains, . 

And heard him bleſs. her when a man was born: 

She nurs'd' her ſmiling infant on her breaſt ; 

Tended the child, and rear d the pleaſing boy: 


She, with affection's triumph, ſaw the youth 


In grace and comelineſs ſurpaſs his peers: 
Whilſt I to a dead huſband bore a ſon, 
And to the roaring waters gave my child. 
Anna. Alas ! alas | why will you thus reſume 


Vour grief afreſh ; I thought that gallant youth. - 


Would for a while have won you from your woe. 
On him intent you gaz'd, with a look 5 Wit 460 


NW 


IJ 


_ Againſt a rival in his kinſman's love, 


Tis pleaſing to admire ! moſt apt was I 
« To this affection in my better days; 


* Open its bud, and ſpread its ſilken leaves; 
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Much more delighted, than your penſive eye 
Has deign'd on other objects to beſtow. 

Lady R. Delighted, ſayſt thou? Oh ! even there 


mine eye 


Found fuel for my life-conſuming bow ; 


I thought, that had the ſon of Douglas liv'd, 

He might have been like this young gallant ſtranger, 
And pair'd with him in features and in ſhape, 

In all endowments, as in years, 1 deem, 

My boy with blooming Norval might have number'd, 
Whilſt thus I mus'd, a ſpark from fancy fell 


On my fad heart, and kindled up a fondneſs 


For this young ſtranger wand”ring from his home, 
And like an orphan caſt upon my care. 
I will protect thee, ſaid I to myſelf, 


With all my power, and grace with all my fayour. 
Anna. Sure Heav'n will bleſs ſo gen'rous a reſolye. 
Vou muft, my noble dame, exert your power: 


ou muſt awake: devices will be fram'd, - 
"And arrows pointed at the breaft of Norval. 
Lady R. Glenalvon's falſe and crafty head will work 


If I deter him not; I only can. 

Bold as he is, Glenalvon will beware 
How he pulls down the fabric that J raiſe, 
Ill be the artiſt of young Norval's fortune. 


Though now I ſeem to you ſhrunk up, retir'd 
« Within the narrow compaſs of my woe. 
% Have you not ſometimes ſeen an early flower 
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To catch ſweet airs, and odours to beſtow; * 
Then, by the keen blaſt nipt, pull in its leaves, 
« And, though ſtill living, die to ſcent and beauty? 
Emblem of me; affliction, like a ſtorm, 

Hath kill'd the forward bloſſom of my heart.” 


Enter GLENALVON. 


Glen. Where is my deareſt kinſman, noble Randolph? 
Lady R. Have you not heard, Glenalvon, of the 
Glen. J have; and that the villains. may not *ſcape, 
With a ſtrong band I have begirt the wood. 180 
If they lurk there, alive they ſhall be taken, 
And torture force from them th' important ſecret, 
Whether ſome foe of Randolph hir'd their words, 
Or if: 
Lady R. That « care becomes a 8 s love. 
I have a counſel for Glenalvon's ear. [Exit Ann 
Glen. To him your counſels always are commands. 
Lady R. I have not found ſo; thou art known to me 
Glen. Known 
Lady R. And moſt certain is my cauſe of knowledge. 
Glen. What do you know? Bythe moſt bleſſed croſs, 
You much amaze me. No created being, 
| Yourſelf except, durſt thus accoſt Glenalvon. 
Lady R. 1s guilt ſo bold ? and doſt thou make a 
merit | 
Of thy pretended meekneſs ? This to me, 
Who, with a gentleneſs which duty blames, 
Have hitherto conceal'd what, if divulg'd, 
Would make thee nothing ; or, what's worſe than that, 


i at, 
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An outcaſt beggar, and unpitied too: 


For mortals ſhudder at a crime like thine. 


Glen. Thy virtue awes me. Firſt of womankind! 
Permit me yet to ſay, that the fond man 
Whom love tranſports beyond ſtrict virtue's bounds, 
If he is brought by love to miſery, = |, 
In fortune ruin'd, as in mind forlorn, 
Unpitied cannot be. Pity's the alms 
Which on ſuch beggars freely is beſtow'd 
For mortals know that love is till their lord, 
And o'er their vain reſolves advances ſtill : 


As fire, when kindled by our ſhepherds, moves 


Through the dry heath before the fanning wind, 
Lady R. Reſerve theſe accents for ſome other ear. 
To love's apology I liſten not. | 


Mark thou my words; for it is meet thou ſhouldſt, 


His brave deliverer Randolph here retains. - 


Perhaps his preſence may not pleaſe thee well; 


But, at thy peril, practiſe ought againſt him: 
Let not thy jealouſy attempt to ſhake | 
And looſen the good root he has in Randolph 
Whoſe favourites I know thou haſt ſupplanted. 


Thou look'ſt at me, as if thou fain would'ſt pry | 


Into my heart. Tis open as my ſpeech. - 
I give this early caution, and put on 
The curb, before thy temper breaks away. 


The friendleſs ſtranger my protection claims: 


His friend I am, and be not thou his foe. [u. 
Glen. Child that I was to ſtart at my own ſhadow, 


And be the ſhallow fool of coward conſcience ! 


I am not what I have been : what I ſhould be. 
The darts of deſtiny have almoſt pierc'd 
| 4 
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My marble heart. Had I one grain of faith 
In holy legends and religious tales, 
I ſhould conclude there was an arm above 
That fought againſt me, and malignant turn'd, 
To catch myſelf, the ſubtle ſnare 1 ſet. 
Why, rape and murder are not ſimple means ! 
Th' imperfe&rape to Randolph gave a ſpouſe ; 

And the intended murder introdue'd 

A favourite to hide the ſun from me; 

And worſt of all, a'rival. Burning hell! 

This were thy center, if I thought ſhe loved him | 
Tis certain ſhe contemns me; nay, - commands me, 
And waves the flag of her diſpleaſure o'er me, 

In his behalf. And' ſhall I thus be bray'd? 
Curb'd as ſhe calls it, by dame Chaſtity ? 

Infernal fiends, if any fiends there are 

More fherce than hate, ambition, and revenge, 
Riſe up, and fill my boſom with your fires 
And policy remorſeleſs ? Chance may ſpoil -» 
A fingle aim; But perſeverance muſt 

- « Profper at laſt. For chance and fate are words: 
« Perliſtive wiſdom is the fate of man.“ | 
Darkly a project peers upon my mind, 
Like the red moon when riſing in the eaſt, 
Croſs'd and divided by ftrange-colour'd clouds. 
I'll ſeek the ſlave who came with Norval hither, 
And for his cowardice was ſpurned from him. 
 Pveknown a follower's rankled boſom breed 
Venom moſt fatal to his heedleſs lord. Evil. 
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ACT IT. SCENE I. 


A Court, Ic. as before. Enter AxxA. 


Anna. 


Tar vaſſals, grief, great nature's order break, 
And change the noon-tide to the midnight hour, 
Whilſt lady Randolph ſleeps, I will walk forth, 
And taſte the air that breathes on yonder bank. 
Sweet may her ſlumbers be! Ye miniſters 

Of gracious Heaven who love the human race, 
Angels and ſeraphs who delight in goodneſs ! 
Forſake your ſkies, and to her couch deſcend ! 
There from her fancy chaſe thoſe diſmal forms 
That haunt her waking ; her {ad ſpirit charm 
With images celeſtial, ſuch as pleaſe 

The bleſt aboye upon their golden beds. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. One of the vile aſſaſſins is ſecur'd. 
We found the villain lurking in the wood: 
With dreadful imprecations he denies 
All knowledge of the _ But this is not 


Tia DOUGLAS. Acr HI. 


His firſt-efſay : theſe jewels were conceal'd 

In the moſt ſecret places of his garment ; 

Belike the ſpoils of ſome that he has murder'd. 
Anna. Let me look on them. Ha! here is a heart, 


The choſen creſt of Douglas? valiant name 21 
Theſe are no vulgar jewels. Guard the wretch. 
; | [Exit Anna, 
Enter Servants with a Priſoner. 


Priſ. I know no more than does the child unborn 
Of what you charge me with. 
1/ Ser. You ſay fo, Sir! 
But torture ſoon ſhall make you ſpeak the uch. 
Behold the lady of lord Randolph comes: 
Prepare yourſelf to meet her juſt revenge. 


Enter Lady Rax nor TU and ANNA 


Anna. Summon your utmoſt fortitade, before 
You ſpeak with him. Your dignity, your fame, 
Are now at ſtake. Think of the fatal ſecret, 
Which in a moment from your lips may fly. 
| Lady R. Thou ſhalt behold me, with a deſperate 


| heart, 
Hear how my infant periſh'd. "Boe, he kneels. 
[The Priſoner hneels. 
Pri Heav'n bleſs that countenance ſo ſweet and 
mild 


A judge like thee makes innocence more bold, 


"I" 


ra 


rate 


On, fave me, lady! from theſe cruel men, 


We overtook him, and enquir'd from whence 


His ſtubbornneſs againſt the torture's force. ö 


Which theſe weak hands, I ſwear, did ne'er aſſail; 


Deteſted falſhogd i is moſt certain death. 


Eternal juſtice is in this moſt juſt ! f 
I, guiltleſs now, muſt former guilt reveal. 
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Who have attack' d and ſeiz'd me; who accuſe 
Me of intended murder. As I hope 
For mercy at the judgment- ſeat of Heaven, 40 
The tender lamb, that never nipt the graſs, 
Is not more innocent than I of murder. 
Lady. K. Of this man's guilt vn proof can ye pro- 
„ 7 
1/t Ser. We found him lurking in the hollow glynn. 
When view'd and call'd upon, amaz d he fled, 


And what he was ; he ſaid he came from far, 
And was upon his journey to the camp. 

Not ſatisfied with this, we ſearch'd his clothes, 
And found theſe jewels, whoſe rich value plead 
Moſt pow'rfully againſt him. Hard he ſeems, 
And old in villainy. Permit us try 


Priſ. Oh, gentle lady! by your lord's dear life; 


And by your children's welfare, ſpare my age ! 

Let not the iron tear my ancient joints, 

And my gray hairs bring to the grave with pain. 
Lady R. Account for theſe; thine own they cannotbe; 

For theſe, I ſay : be ſtedfaſt to the truth; 60 


Anna removes the Servants and returns] 


Priſ. Alas! Pm fore beſet ! let never man, 2 
For ſake of lucre, fin againſt his ſoul ! Ul 


„ 
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Log R. Oh! Anna hear !—once more Icharge thee 
ſpeak | 

The truth direct; for theſe to me foretel 

And certify a part of thy narration; 
With which, if the remainder tallies not, 

An inſtant and a dreadful death abides thee. 

Priſ. Then, thus adjur'd, I'll ſpeak to you as juſt 

As if you were the miniſter of heaven, | 
Sent down to ſearch the ſecret fins of men: 

Some eighteen years ago I rented land 

Of brave Sir Malcolm, then Balarmo's lord; 

But falling to decay, his ſervants ſeiz d 

All that I had, and then turn'd me and mine, 

(Four hepleſs infants and their weeping mother) 

Out to the mercy of the winter winds. 

A little hovel by the river's fde 80 
Received us: there hard labour, and the ill 
In fiſhing, which was formerly my ſport, 
Supported life. Whilſt thus we poorly liv'd, 

One ſtormy night, as I remember well, 

The wind and rain beat hard upon our roof; 

Red came the river down, and loud and oft 

The angry ſpirit of the water ſhriek'd. 

At the dead hour of night was heard the cry 
Of one in jeopardy. I roſe, and ran 
To where the circling eddy of a pool, 

Beneath the ford, us'd oft to bring within 

My reach, whatever floating thing the ſtream 

Had caught. The voice was ceas'd ; the perſon loſt: 
But looking ſad and earneſt on the waters, : 
By the moon's light I ſaw, whirl'd round and round, Di 
A baſket: ſoon I drew it to the 6 
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And neſtled curious there an infant lay. 

Lady R. Was he alive? 

Priſ. He was. N | 

Lady R. Inhuman that thou art! 100- 
How couldſt thou kill what waves and 1 ſpared ? 

Priſ. J am not ſo inhuman. 

Lady R. Didſt thou not? 

Anna. My noble miſtreſs; you are e mov A too moch 
This man has not the aſpect of ſtern murder; 

Let him go on, and you, I hope, will hear | 
Good tidings of. your kinſman's long-loſt child: 

Priſ. The needy man who: has known better days, 
One whom diſtreſs has ſpited at the world, 
Fs he whom tempting fiends would pitch upon 
To do ſuch deeds as make the proſperous men 
Lift up their hands and wonder who could do them. 
And ſuch a man was I;'a man declin'd, » 

Who ſaw no end of black adverſity:; 
Yet, for the wealth of kingdoms, 1 would not 
Have touch'd that infant with. a. hand of harm. 

Lady R. Ha! doſt thou ſay ſo; then perhaps he lives. 

Priſ. Not many days ago he was alive. 

Lady R. O God of Heav'n! did he then die ſo lately? 

Priſ. I did not ſay he died; I hope he lives. 
Not: many days ago theſe.eyes beheld 12k 
Him, flouriſhing in youth, and health, and beauty. 

Lady R. Where is he now? _ 

Prif.. Alas! I know not where. 

Lady R. Oh, fate! J fear thee. ſtill. Thou riddler, 

peak 
Direct and clear; elle I will ſearch thy ſoul. 


"ot 
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Anna. Permit me, ever een Keen i _ 5 
tience, 

1 Thov gh hard to be reſtrain'd, defeats itſelf,” — 

| Purſue thy ſtory with a faithful tongue, . 

To the laft hour that thou didſt keep the child. 
Priſ. Fear not my faith, though I muſt peak my 

ſhame ; 

Within the cradle where the infant lay, 

Was ftow'd a mighty ſtore of gold and jewels ; 

Tempted by which, we did reſolve to hide, | 

-From all the world this wonderful event, 

And like a peaſant breed the noble child. 

That none might mark the change of our eſtate, 

We left the country, travell'd to the north, 

| Bought flocks and herds, and gradually brought forth 

Our ſecret wealth. But God's all-ſeeing eye 

Beheld our avarice, and ſmote us ſore. 140 

For one by one all our dn children died, 

And he, the Stranger, fole remain'd the heir 

Of what indeed was his. Fain then would I, 

Who with a father's fondneſs lov'd the boy, 

Have trufted him, now it the dawn of youth, 

With his own ſecret : but my anxious wife, 

Foreboding evil, never would conſent. 

Meanwhile the ſtripling grew in years and beauty ; * 

And, as we oft abſerv'd, he bore himſelf, 

Not as the offspring of our cottage blood; 

For nature will break out: mild with the mild, 

But with the forward he was fierce as fire, 

And night and day he talk'd of war and arms. 

I ſet myſelf againſt his warlike bent; 

But all in vain ; for when a deſperate band 
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Of robbers from the ſavage mountains came 
Lady R. Eternal Providence! What is thy name ? 
Priſ. My name is Norval; and my name he bears. 
Lady R. Tis he ! *tis he himſelf! It is my ſon! 160 
Oh, ſovereign mercy ! Twas my child I ſaw! 
No wonder, Anna, that my boſom burn'd. 
Anna. Juſt are your tranſports :.* neꝰ er was woman 's: 
| heart j 
« Prov'd with ſuch fierce extremes. High fated dame!” 
But yet remember that you are beheld | 
By ſervile eyes; your geſtures may be ſeen 
| Impaſhon'd, ſtrange ;. perhaps your words o'erheard.. _ 
Lady R. Well doſt thou counſel,, Anna: amd n 
beſtow | 
On me that wiſdom which my ſtate requires. 
Anna. The moments of deliberation paſs, 
& And ſoon you muſt reſolve. This uſeful man. 
Muſt be diſmiſſed in ſafety, ere my lord 
Shall with his brave deliverer return.“ 
Priſ. If I, amidſt aſtoniſhment and fear, 
Have of your words and geſtures rightly judg'd,. 
Thou art the daughter of my ancient maſter ; 
The child I reſcu'd from the flood is thine. ' 
Lady R. With thee diſſimulation now were vain, 
I am indeed the daughter of Sir Malcolm 
The child thou reſcu'dſt from the flood is mine 180 
Priſ. Bleſt be the hour that made me a poor man, 
My poverty hath ſav'd my maſter's houſe ! 
Lady R. Thy words ſurprize me: ſure thou doſt 
not feign! 


The tear ſtands in thine eye; ſuch love from n 
Sir Malcolm's houſe deſerv'd not; if aright 
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Thou told's the ſtory of thy own diſtreſs. 

Priſ. Sir Malcolm of our barons was the lower; ; 
The faſteſt friend, the beſt, the kindeſt maſter. - 
But ah! he knew not of my ſad eſtate. 
After that battle, where his gallant fon, 
Your own brave brother, fell, the good old lord | 
_ Grew deſperate and reckleſs of the world; 
And never, as he erſt was wont, went forth 
. To overlook the conduct of his ſervants. 
By them I was thruſt out, and them I blame: 
May Heav'n ſo judge me as I judge my maſter ! 
And God ſo love me as 1 love his race ! 
lach R. His race ſhall yet reward thee, On thy 
| faith | 
Depends the fate of thy loy'd maſter's houſe, 
Rememb'reſt thou a little lonely hut, 200 
That like a holy hermitage appears 
Among the cliffs of Carron? 

Priſ. J remember the cottage of the cliffs, 

Lady R. *Tis that I mean: 

There dwells a man of venerable age, 
Who in my father's ſervice ſpent his youth : 
Tell him I ſent thee, and with him remain, 
*Till I ſhall call upon thee to declare, 
Before the king and nobles, what thou now 
To me has told. No more but this, and thou 
Shalt live in honour all thy future days ; 
Thy ſon ſo long ſhall call thee father ſtill, 
And all the land ſhall bleſs the man who ſav'd 
The ſon of Douglas, and Sir Malcolm's heir. 
Remember well my words; if thou ſhouldſt meet 
Him whom thou call'ſt thy ſon, till call him ſo; 
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And mention nothing of his nobler father. 

Priſ. Fear not that I ſhall mar ſo fair an harveſt, | 
By putting in my fickle ere tis ripe. | 
Why did I leave my home and ancient dame? 220 
To find the youth, to tell him all I knew, | 
And make him wear theſe jewels in his arms, 
Which miglit, I thought, be challeng'd, and fo bring 
To light the ſecret of his noble birth, 

[Lady Rax DOI H goes towards the Servants. 

Lady R. This man is not th' aſſaſſin you ſuſpected, 
Though chance. combin'd fome likelihoods againſt 

| him. 

He is the faithful bearer of the jewels 
To their right owner, whom in haſte he ſeeks. 
*Tis meet that you ſhould put him on his way, 
Since your miſtaken zeal hath dragg'd him hither. 
[ Exeunt Stranger and Servants.. 

My faithful Anna! doſt thou ſhare my joy? 
I know thou doft. Unparallel'd event ! 
Reaching from heav'n to earth, Jehovah's arm 
Snatch'd from the waves, and brings to me my ſon ! 
Judge of the widow, and the orphan's father, 
Accept a widow's and a mother's thanks 
For ſuch a gift! What does my Anna think 
Of the young eaglet of a valiagt neſt ? 
How ſoon he gaz'd on bright and burning arms, 
Spurn'd the low dunghill where his fate had throwns 

him, 240. 
And tower'd up to the region of his ſire ! 


Anna. How fondly did your eyes devour the boy! 


Myſterious nature, with the unſeen cord 
Of powerful inſtinct, My you to your own. 
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Lady R. The ready Rory of his birth believ'd 
Suppreſt my fancy quite; nor did he owe 
To any likeneſs my fo ſudden favour: 

But now I long to ſee his face again, 

_ Examine every feature, and find out 
The lineaments of Douglas, or my own. 

But moſt of all J long to let him know | 

Who his true parents are, to claſp his neck, 

: And tell him all the ſtory of his father. 

Anna. With wary caution you muſt bear yourſelf 

In public, leſt your tenderneſs break forth, 

And in obſervers ſtir conjectures ſtrange. 

« For, if a cherub in the ſhape of woman 
Should walk this world, yet defamation would, 

00 Like a vile cur, bark at the angel's train.“ 260 
To- day the baron ſtarted at your tears. 

Lady R. He did ſo, Anna! well thy miſtreſs knows 
If the leaſt circumſtance, mote of offence, 
Should touch the baron's eye, his ſight would be 
With jealouſy diſorder' d. But the more 
It does behove me inſtant to declare 
The birth of Douglas, and aſſert bis rights. 

This night I purpoſe with my ſon to meet, 
Reveal the ſecret, and conſult with him: 

For wiſe he is, or my fond judgment errs 

As he does now, ſo look'd his noble father, 
Array'd in Nature's eaſe : his mien, his ſpeech, 
Were ſweetly ſimple, and full oft deceiv'd 


= Thoſe trivial mortals who ſeem always wiſe. 


But, when the matter match'd his mighty mind, 


Up roſe the hero; on his piercing eye 
Sat obſeryation 3 on each glance of thought 
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Deciſion follow'd, as the thunderbolt 

Purſues the flaſh. 
Anna. That demon haunts you Rill : 

Behold Glenalvon! | 280 
Lady R. Now I ſhun him not. | 

This day I brav'd 9 5 in behalf of Noryal : 

Perhaps too far : at leaſt my nicer fears 

For Douglas thus py | 


Enter GL.EXALVON. 


Glen. Noble dame ! 1 
The hovering Dane at laſt his men hath landed: 
No band of pirates; but. a mighty hoſt, | 
That come to ſettle where their valour conquers : 
To win a country,. or to loſe themſelves. 

Lady R. But whence comes this n Gle-- 

nalvon? 
_ Gln, A nimble courier ſent from yonder camp, 
To haſten up the chieftains of the north, 
Inform'd me as he paſs'd, that the fierce Dane 
Had on the eaſtern coaſt of Lothian landed, 
Near to that place where the ſea rock immenſe, 
Amazing baſs, looks o'er fertile land. 


6 Lady R. Then muſt this weſtern army march to- 


join. 
4 The warlike troops that guard Edena's tow'rs. 
« Glen. Beyond all queſtion. If impairing time. 
« Has not effac'd the image of a place, 8 
e Once perfect in my breaſt, there is a wild 
« Which lies to weſtward of that mighty rock, 
«And ſeems by nature formed for the camp 
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Of water-waſted armies, whoſe chief ſtrength 

& Lies in firm foot, unflank'd with warlike horſe : 

« Tf martial ſkill directs the Daniſh lords, 
There inacceſſible their army lies | 

&« To our ſwift-ſcow'ring horſe, the bloody field 

_ « Muft man to man, and foot to foot be fought.” 


Lady R. How many mothers {hall bewail their ſons ! 


How many widows weep their haſbands ſlain ! 
Ye dames of Denmark, ev'n for you I feel. 
Who, ſadly fitting on the ſea- beat ſhore, 
Long look for lords that never ſhall return. 

Glen. Oft has th* unconquer'd Caledonian ſword 
Widow'd the north. The children of the lain 
Come, as I hope, to meet their father's fate. 

The monſter war, with her infernal brood, 
Loud - yefling fury and life- ending pain, : 
Are objects ſuited to Glenalvon's foul. 3 20 
Scorn is more grievous than the pains of death; 
Reproach more piercing than the pointed ſword. 

Lady R. J ſcorn thee not but when I ought to ſcorn; 
Nor e' er reproach, but when inſulted virtue 
Againſt audacious vice aſſerts herſelf. 

I own thy worth, Glenalvon ; none more apt 
Than I to praiſe thine eminence in arms, 
And be the echo of thy martial fame. 

No longer vainly feed a guilty paſſion : 

Go and purſue a lawful miſtreſs, Glory, 
Upon the Daniſh creſts redeem thy fault, 
And let thy valour be the ſhield of Randolph. 

Glen. One inſtant ſtay, and hear an alter'd man. 
When beauty pleads for virtue, vice abaſh'd 
Flies its own colours, and goes o'er to virtue. 


* 
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I am your convert; time will ſhew how truly: 
Vet one immediate proof I mean to give. 
That youth for whom your ardent zeal to-day, 
Somewhat too haughtily defy 'd your ſlave, 5 
Amidſt the ſhock of armies I'll defend, 340 
And turn death from him, with a guardian arm, 
e Sedare by uſe, my boſom maddens not 
« At the tumultuous. uproar of the field.“ 

Lady R. Act thus, Glenalvon, and I am thy friend: 
But that's thy leaſt reward. Believe me, fir, 
The truly generous is the truly wife; 
And he who loves not others lives unbleſt. 


aw [Exit Lady RAxpol p E. 
Glen. [ ſolus. N 


1 think that I have hit the very tone, 
In which ſhe loves to ſpeak. Honey'd aſſent, 
How pleaſant art thou to the taſte of man, 
And woman alſo ! flattery direct ; 
Rarely diſguſts. They little know mankind 
Who doubt its operation: 'tis my key, 
And opes the wicket of the human heart. 
How far J have ſucceeded now, I know not. 
Yer I incline to think her ſtormy virtue 
Ts lull'd awhile ; 'tis her alone I fear; 
Whilſt ſhe and Randolph live, and live in faith 
And ys uncertain is my tenure. 360 
« Fate o'er my head ſuſpends diſgrace and death, 
„ By that weak air, a peevith female's will. 
« J am not idle; but the ebbs and flows 
44 Of fortune's tide cannot be calculated. 
That ſlave of Norval's I have found moſt apt: 
I ſhew'd him gold, and he has pawn'd his ſoul 


"A; en! and virtue is its own reward. 
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To ſay and ſwear whatever I ſuggeſt. 

Norval, I'm told, has that alluring look, 

Twixt man and woman, which, I have obſerv'd 

To charm the nicer and fantaſtic dames, 

Who are, like lady Randolph, full of virtue, 

In raiſing Randolph's jealouſy, I may 

But point him to the truth, He ſeldom errs, 

Who thinks the worſt he can of womankind. 


ACT IV. SCENE 7. 


E 1 re. Zuer Lord RanvoLy H attended. | 
| Lord Randolph. 


SUMMON an 8 horſe, by break of day, 
To wait our pleaſure at the caſte gate. 


Enter Lady Rarborra. 


| Lab R. Alas, my Lord ! I've heard unwelcome 


news; 
The Danes are landed. 
Lord R. Ay, no inroad this 
Of the Northumbrian bent to take a ſpoil: 
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No ſportive war, no tournament effay, © 
Of ſome young knight reſoly'd to break a ſpear, 
And ſtain with hoſtile blood his maiden arms, 

The Danes are landed: we muſt beat them * 
Or live the ſlaves of Denmark. 

Lady R. Dreadful times rl 

Rord R. The fenceleſs villages are All forſaken 
The trembling mothers, and their children lodg'd 
In wall-girt towers and caſtles; whilſt the men 
Retire indignant. Yet, like broken waves, 
They but retire more awful to return. 
Lady R. Immenſe, as fame reports, the Daniſh 

hoſt ! 

Lord R. Were it as numerous as loud fame reports, 
An army knit like ours would pierce it through: 20 
Brothers, that ſhrink not from each other's fide, 
And fond companions, fill our warlike files: 
For his dear offspring, and the wife he loves, 
The huſband, and the fearleſs father arm. 
In vulgar breaſts heroic ardor burns, 
And the poor peaſant mates his daring lord. 

Lach R. Men's minds are temper'd, like their 

ſwords, for war; 

« Lovers of danger, on deſtruction's vrink 
« They joy to rear erect their daring forms. 
« Hence, early graves; hence, the lone widows life; 
And the fad mother's grief-embitter'd age.” 
Where is our gallant gueſt ? 

Lord R. Down in the vale 
I left him; managing a fiery ſteed, 
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Whoſe ſtubbornneſs had foil'd the ſtrength and fill 
Of every rider. But behold he comes, 
In earneſt converſation with Glenalvon. 


Enter NoxvAL and GLENALYON:. 
Glenalvon ! with the lark ariſe ; go forth, 
And lead my troops that lie in yonder vale : 
Private I travel to the royal camp: 40 
Norval, thou goeſt with me. But ſay, young man! 
Where didſt thou learn ſo to diſcourſe of war, 
And in ſuch terms, as I o*erheard to- day? 
War is no village ſcience, nor its phraſe 
A language taught amongſt the ſhepherd: fwains. 
Wor. Small is the ſkill my Lord delights to praiſe. 
In him he favours. Hear from whence it came.. 
Beneath a mountain's brow, the moſt remote. 
And inacceſſible by ſhepherds trod, 
In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand; 
A hermit liv'd; a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand'ring ſwains. 
Auſtere and lonely, cruel to himfelf, 
Did they report him; tlie cold earth his bed, 
Water his drink, his food the ſhepherd's alms. 
I went to ſee him, and my heart was touch'd 
With rev'rence and with pity. Mild he ſpake, 
And, entering on diſcourſe, ſuch ſtories told 
As made me oft reviſit his ſad cell. : 
For he had been a ſoldier in his youth ;, Bd - - 
And fought in famous battles, when the peers 
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Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 
Againſt th? uſurping infidel diſplay d 
The bleſſed croſs, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire 
His ſpeech ſtruck from me, the old man would ſhake 
His years away, and act his young encounters : 
Then, having ſhew'd his wounds, he'd fit him down, 
And all the live- long day diſcourſe of war. 
To help my fancy; in the ſmooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marſhal's hoſts ; 
Deſcrib'd the motions, and explain'd the uſe 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen'd line, 
The ſquare, the creſcent, and the phalanx firm. 
For all that Saracen or Chriſtian knew 
Of war's vaſt art, was to this hermit known. 
Lord R. Why did this ſoldier in a deſart hide 
"Thoſe qualities, that ſhould have grae'd a camp? 
Nor. That too at laſt I learn'd. Unhappy man? 
Returning homewards by Meſſina's port, 80; 
Loaded with wealth and honours bravely won. 
A rude and boiſt'rous captain of the ſea 
Faſten'd a quarrel on him. Fierce they fought 
The ſtranger fell, and with his dying. breath 
Declar'd his name and lineage. Mighty paw'r ! 
The ſoldier cried, my brother! Oh my brother! 
Lady R. His brother ! 
Nor. Ves; of the ſame parents born; 
His only brother. They exchang'd forgiveneſs :: 
And happy in my mind was he that died; 
For many deaths has the ſurvivor ſuffer'd. 
In the wild deſart on a rock he fits, _ 
Or on ſome nameleſs ſtream 3 untrodden banks, 
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And ruminates all day his dreadful fite. 
At times, alas! not in his perfect mind, 
Holds dialogues. with his lov'd brother's ghoſt ; 
And oft each night forſakes his ſullen couch, 
Fo make ſad oriſons for him he ſlew. 
Lady R. To what myſterious woes are mortals born! 
In this dire tragedy were there no more 100 
Unhappy perſons ? Did the parents live? 
Mor. No, they were dead; kind . n had clog'd 
their eyes, 
Before their ſon had ſhed TY + kid's blood. 
Lord R. Hard is his fate; for he was not to blame! 
There is a deſtiny in this ſtrange world, 
Which oft decrees an undeſerved doom. 
Let ſchoolmen tell us why From whence theſe 
ſounds? [Trumpets at a diſtance. 


Enter an Offer. 


Of. My lord, the trumpets of the troops of Lora: 
The valiant leader hails the noble Randolph, 
Lord R. Mine ancient gueft ! Does he the warriors. 
lead? 
Has Denmark rous'd the brave old kni . to arms 11 
ON. No; worn with warfare, he reſigns the ſword. 
His eldeſt hope, the valiant. John of Lorn, 
Now leads his kindred bands. 
Lord R. Glenalvon, go. 
With hoſpitality's moſt ftrong requeſt 
Entreat the chief. [Exit Glenalvon. 
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Off. My lord, requeſts are vain. 

He urges on, impatient of delay, 
Stung with the tidings of the foe's approach. 120 

Lord R. May victory fit on the warrior's plume! 
Braveſt of men! his flocks and herds are ſafe ; 
Remote from war's alarms his paſtures lie, 

By mountains inacceſſible ſecur'd : 

Yet foremoſt he into the plain deſcends, 

Eager to bleed in battles not his own, 

Such were the heroes of the ancient world ; 
Contemners they of indolence and gain; 

But ftill, for love of glory and of arms, 

Prone to encounter peril, and to lift, 

Againſt each ſtrong antagoniſt, the ſpear, 

PU go and preſs the hero to my breaſt. 

| [ Exit with the Officer. 

Lady N. The foldier s loftineſs, the pride and pomp 

Inveſting awful war, Norval, I ſee, 
Tranſport thy youthful mind. 
Nor. Ah! ſhould they not? 
Bleſs'd be the hour T left my father's houſe! 
I might have been a ſhepherd all 'my days, 
And ſtole obſcurely to a peaſant's grave. 
Now, if I live, with mighty chiefs I ſtand ; 140 
And, if I fall, with noble duſt I lie. 

Lady R. There is a generous ſpirit in thy breaſt, 0 
That could have well ſuſtain'd a prouder fortune. 
This way with me ; under yon ſpreading beech, 
Unſeen, unheard, by human eye or ear, 

J will amaze thee with a wondrous tale. 
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Nor. Let there be danger, Lady, with the ſecret, 
That I may hug it to my grateful heart, 

And prove my faith. Command my ſword, my life: 
Theſe are the ſole poſſeſſions of poor Norval.. 
Lady R. Know'ft thou theſe gems, ? 

Nor. Durſt I believe mine eyes, 

I'd ſay I knew them, and they were my father's. 

Lady R. Thy father's, ſay'ſt thou? Ah, hey were 

thy father's ! 

Nor. I ſaw them once, and curiouſly enquir'd' 
Of both my parents, whence ſuch: ſplendor came? 
But I was check'd, and more could never learn. 

Lady R. Then learn of me, thou art not Norval's 
| fon. | 
| Nor. Not Norval's ſon ! oy 
Lady R. Nor of a ſhepherd ſprung. 160 
Nor. Lady, who am I then ?. 5 
Lady R. Noble thou art; 
For noble was thy ſire. 

Nor. I will believe 
Oh, tell me farther | Say, who was my father? 

Lady R. Douglas 

Nor. Lord Douglas, whom to-day Lſaw:? 

Lady R. His younger brother. 
| Nor. And in yonder camp? 
lady R. Alas! 
5 Nor. You make me tremble—Sighs. and tears E | 
Lives my brave father? | 
Lady R. Ah! too brave, indeed ! 
He fell in battle ere thyſelf was born. 
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Wer. Ah me, unhappy ! Ere I ſaw the light! 
But does my mother live? J may conclude, 
From my own fate, her portion has been ſorrow. 
Lady R. She lives ; but waſtes her T1 in conſtaot 
woe, 
Weeping her huſband lain, her infant loſt. 


Nor. You that are {kilPd fo well in the ſad ſtory 
Of my unhappy parents, and with tears I81 


Bewail their deſtiny, now have compaſſidn 
Upon the offspring of the friends you loy'd. 
Oh, tell me who and where my mother is! 
Oppreſs'd by a baſe world, perhaps ſhe bends 
Beneath the weight of other ills than grief; 
And, deſolate, implores of Heaven the aid 
Her ſon ſhould give. It is, it muſt be fo— 
Your countenance confeſſes that ſhe's wretched. 
Oh, tell me her condition! Can the ſword—— 
Who ſhall reſiſt me in a parent's cauſe ? 

Lady R. Thy virtue ends her woes—My ſon! my 

ſion! 
T am fy mother, and the wife of Douglas! a 
[Falls upon his neck. 


Ner. Oh, heaven and earth? how wend”rous is my 
fate ! 
Art thou my mother? Ever let me kneel ! 

Lady R. Image of Douglas! fruit of fatal love ! 
All that I owe thy ſire, I pay to thee. 

Nor. Reſpe& and admiration ſtill poſſeſs me. 
Checking the love and fondneſs of a fon: 
Vet I was filial to my humble parents. 
But did my fire ſurpaſs the reſt of men, 
As thou excelleſt of all womankind ? 


' 
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Lach R. Ariſe, my ſon. In me thou doſt behold 
The poor remains of beauty once admir d. 
The autumn of my days is come already: 
For ſorrow made my ſummer haſte away. 
Vet in my prime I equall'd not thy father: 
His eyes were like the eagle's, yet ſometimes - 
Like, the dove's; and, as he pleas'd, he won 
All hearts with ſoftneſs, or with ſpirit awd. 
Nor. How did he fall? Sure *twas a bloody field 
When Douglas died. Oh, I have much to aſk ! 
Lady R. Hereafter thou ſhalthear the lengthened tale 


Of all thy father's and my mother's woes. 


At preſent this Thou art the rightful heir 

Of yonder caſtle, and the wide domains 

Which now lord Randolph, as my huſband, holds. 

But thou ſhalt not be wrong d; I have the power 

To right thee ſtill. Before the King I'll kneel, 

And call lord Douglas to protect his blood. 220 
| Nor. The blood of Douglas will protect itſelf. 
Lady R. But we {hall need both friends and . 

boy, 
To wreſt thy lands and li Hom the gripe 


Of Randolph and his kinſman. Yet I think 


My tale would move each gentle heart to pity, 

My life ineline the virtuous to believe. 5 

Mor. To be the ſon of Douglas is to me 

Inheritance enough. Declare my birth, 

And in the field I' ſeek for fame and fortune. 
Lady R. Thou doſt not know what perils and 


| injuſtice 
Await the poor wan s ralour. Oh, my ſon! 
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The nobleſt blood of all the land's abaſh'd, 
Having no lacquey but pale poverty. 

Too long haft thou been thus attended, Douglas, 
Too long haſt thou been deem'd a peaſant's child. 
The wanton heir of: ſome inglorious chief 
Perhaps has ſcorn'd thee in the youthful ſports, 


Whilſt thy indignant ſpirit ſwell'd in vain. 
Such contumely thou no more ſhalt bear: . 
But how I purpoſe to redreſs thy wrongs 240 
Muſt be hereafter told. Prudence directs | 
That we ſhould part before yon chiefs return. 
Retire, and from thy ruſtic follower's hand 
Receive a billet, which thy mother's care, 
Anxious to ſee thee, dictated before 
'This caſual opportunity aroſe p 
Of private conference. Its purport mark; 
For as I there appoint, we meet again. 
Leave me, my ſon; and frame thy manners till 
To Norval's, not to noble Douglas ſtate. 
Nor. T will remember. Where is Norval now? 
That good old man. | 
Lady R. At hand conceal'd he lies, 
An uſeful witneſs. But beware, my ſon, 
Of yon Glenalvon; in his guilty breaſt 
Reſides a villain's ſhrewdneſs, ever prone _ 
To falſe conjecture. He hath griev'd my heart. 
Nor. Has he, indeed? Then let yon falſe Glenal- 
von N | | 
Beware of me. © © > Ee, 
Lady R. There burſt the ſmother'd Mind, 260 
Oh, thou all-righteous and eternal King ! 


* 


— 


Who Father of the fatherleſs are call'd, 
Protect my ſon ! Thy inſpiration, Lord! 

Hath filld his boſom with that ſacred fire, 
Which in the breaſts of his forefathers burn'd : 
Set him on high, like them, that he may ſhine 
The ftar and glory of his native land! 

Then let the miniſter of death deſcend, 


And bear my willing ſpirit to its place. 


Vonder they come. How do bad women find 


Unchanging aſpects to conceal their guilt, | 
When I, by reaſon and by juſtice urg'd, 
Full hardly can difſemble with theſe nien 


In nature's pious cauſe ? 


Enter Lord Rax DOI T and GLENALvYOR> 


Lord R. Yon gallant chief, 
Of arms enamour'd, all repoſe diſclaims. 


Lady R. Be not, my lord, by his example ſway'd. 


Arrange the buſiheſs of to-morrow now, 


And when you enter, ſpeak of war no more. [ Exit. 
Lord R. Tis fo, by heav'n! her mien, her voice, 


her eye, N 
And her impatience to be gone, 1 it. 


Gln. He parted from her now. Behind the mount, 


Amongſt the trees, I ſaw him glide along. 


Lord R. For ſad ſequeſter'd virtue ſhe's renown'd. 


len. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Lord R. Vet this diſtinguiſh'd dame 
Invites a youth, th' acquaintance of a day, 
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Alone to meet her at the midnight hour. 
This aſſignation [[Shews a lemter. ] the aſſaſſin freed, 
Her manifeſt affection for the youth, 
Might breed ſuſpicion in a huſband's brain, 
Whoſe gentle conſort all for love had wedded : _.. 
Much more in mine. Matilda never lov'd me. 
Let no man, after me, a woman wed 
Whoſe heart he knows he has not ; though ſhe brings 
A mine of gold, a kingdom for her dowry. 
For let her ſeem, like the night's ſhadowy queen, 
Cold and contemplative—he cannot truſt her : 
She may, ſhe will, bring ſhame and ſorrow on him; 
The worſt of ſorrows, and the worſt of ſhames ! 300 
Glen. Yield not, my lord, to ſuch afflicting thoughts; 
But let the ſpirit of an huſband ſleep, 
Till your own ſenſes make a ſure concluſion. 
'This billet muſt to blooming Norval go : 
At the next turn awaits my truſty ſpy ; 
I'll give'it him refitted for his maſter. 
In the cloſe thicket take your ſecret ſtand ; 
The moon ſhines bright, and your own eyes may judge 
Of their behavioar. 
Lord R. Thou doſt counſel well. | 
Glen. Permit me now to make one ſlight eſſay. 
Of all the trophies which vain mortals boaſt, 
By wit, by valour, or by wiſdom won, 
The firſt and faireſt in a young man's eye, 
Is woman's captive heart. Succeſsful love 
With glorious fumes intoxicates the mind, 
And the proud conqueror in triumph moves, 
Air-born, exalted above vulgar men. 
Lord R. And what 85 this maxim? 
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Glen. Much, my lord. 320 
Withdraw a little; I'll accoſt young Norval, 
And with ironical derifive counſel 
Explore his ſpirit. If he is no more 
"Than humble Norval by thy favour rais'd, 

Brave as he is, he'll ſhrink aftoniſh'd from me: 
But if he be the favourite of the fair, 
Lov'd by the firſt of Caledonia's dames, 

He'll turn upon me, as the lion turns 

Upon the hunter's ſpear. 

Lord R. Tis ſhrewdly thought.” | 
Glen. When we grow loud; draw near. But let 

»ᷣ̃ Mane 

His riſing wrath reſtrain. [Exit Randolph. 
*Tis ſtrange, by Heay'n { | 
That ſhe ſhould run full tilt her fond career 

To one ſo little known. She too that ſeem'd 
Pure as the winter ſtream, when ice imboſs'd, 
Whitens its courſe. Even J did think her chaſte, 
Whoſe charity exceeds not. Precious ſex | 


Whoſe deeds laſcivious paſs Glenalvon's thoughts ! 


Enter Norvar. 


His port I love; he's in a proper mood 340 


To chide the thunder, if at him it roar d. . Aſide. 
Has Norval ſeen the troops ? 

Mor. The ſetting ſun 
With yellow radiance lighten'd all the vale ; 
And as the warriors mov'd each poliſh'd helm, 
Corſlet, or ſpear, glanc'd back his gilded beams. 
The hill they climb'd, and halting at its top, 
Of more than mortal ſize, tow'ring, they ſeem'd 
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An hoſt 3 clad in burning arms. 
Gln, Thou talk'ſt it well; no leader of our hoſt 
In ſounds more lofry ſpeaks of glorious war. 
Nor. If I all eer acquire a leader's name, 
My ſpeech will be leſs ardent. Novelty | 
Now prompts my tongue, ard youthful admiration 
Vents itſelf freely; ſince no part is mine 
Or praiſe pertaining to the great in arms. 
Glen. You wrong yourſelf, brave Sir; youre mat- 
tial deeds 


Have rank'd you with the great. But mark me, 
Norval 3 


Lord Randolph's fayour now exalts your 100 


Above his veterans of famous ſervice. - 360 
Let me who know theſe ſoldiers, counſel you. 
Give them all honour: ſeem not to command; 
El ſe they will ſcarcely brook your late ſprung power, 
Which nor alliance props, nor birth adorns. 

Nor. Sir, I have been accuſtomed all my days 
To hear and ſpeak the plain and ſimple truth: 
And tho? I have been told that there are men 
Who borrow friendſhip's tongue to ſpeak their ſcorn, 
Yet in ſuch language I am little ſkill'd. 


Therefore 1 thank Glenalvon for his counſel, 


Although it ſounded harſhly, Why remind 
Me of my birth obſcure ? Why ſlur my power 
With ſuch contemptuous terms ? 
Glen. I did not mean | 
To gall your pride, which now I fe is great. 
Nor. My pride! ; 
Glen. Suppreſs it, as you wiſh to e 
Your pride's exceſſive. "oO for Randolph's like, 


— 


* 
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T will not leave you to its raſh direction. 
If thus you ſwell, and frown at high born men, 380 
Will high-born men endure a ſhepherd's ſcorn ? 
Mor. A ſhepherd's ſcorn 
Glen. Yes; if you preſume 
To bend on ſoldiers theſe diſdainful eyes, 
What will become of you? 


Nor. If this were told. | [4ſt | 


Haſt thou no fears for thy preſumptuous ſelf? 2 
Glen. Ha! doſt thou threaten me? 
Nor. Didſt thou not hear? 
Glen. Unwillingly I did; a nobler foe 
| Had. not been queſtion'd thus. But ſuch as thee 
Nor. Whom doſt thou think me? 
Glen, Norval. 
Nor. So I am 
And who is Norval in Glenalvon's eyes ? 
Glen. A peaſant's ſon, a wandering beggar-boy ; 
At beſt no more, even if he ſpeaks the truth. 


Nor. Falſe as thou art, doſt thou ſuſpe& my truth? 


Glen. Thy truth! thou'rt all a lie: and falſe as hell 
Js the vain-glorious tale thou told'ſt to Randolph. 


Nor. If I were chain'd, unarm'd, and bed - rid old, 


Perhaps I ſhould revile; but as I am, 402 

I have no tongue to rail, The humble Norval 

Is of a race who ſtrive not but with deeds. 

Did I not fear to freeze thy ſhallow yalour, 

And make thee ſink too ſoon beneath my ſword, 

I'd tell thee—what thou art. I know thee well. 
Glen. Doſt thou not know Glenalyon, born to com- 

mand | 
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Ten thouſand ſlaves like rhee 
Nor. Villain, no more ! 


| Draw and defend thy life. I did deGen 
To have defy'd thee in another cauſe : 


But Heav'n accelerates its vengeance on thee. 
Now for my own and lady Randolph's wrongs. 


: Rater Lord RaxDoteH, 


Lord R. Hold, I command you both. The man 
that ſtirs 

Makes me his foe. 
Nor. Another voice than thine 

That threat had vainly ſounded, noble Randolph. 
Gln. Hear him, my Lord; he's wond'rous con- 

deſcending! 

Mark the humility of ſhepherd Norval! 420 

Nor. Now you may ſcoff in ſafety. 
[ Sheaths his ford. 

Lord R. Speak not thus, 

Taunting each other; but unfold to me 

The cauſe of quarrel, then I judge betwixt you. 
Nor. Nay, my good Lord, tho? I revere you much, 

My cauſe I plead not, nor demand your judgment. 

I bluſh to ſpeak ; I will not, cannot ſpeak 

Th? opprobrious words that I from him have borne. 

To the liege-lord of my dear native land 

I owe a ſubject's homage : but ev'n him 

And his high arbitration I'd reject. - 

Within my boſom reigns another lord ; 

Honour, ſole judge and umpire of itſelf. 

If my free ſpeech offend you, noble Randolph, 
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Revoke your favours, and let Norval go 
Hence as he came, alone, but not diſhonour'd. 
Lord R. Thus far I'll mediate with impartial voige : 
The ancient foe of Caledonia's land 
Now waves his banners o'er her frighted fields, 
Suſpend your purpoſe till your country's arms 446 
| Repel the bold invader: then * | 
The private quarrel. 
Glen, I agree to this, 


Nor. And I. 

Enter Servant. 
Ser. The banquet waits. 
Lord R. We come. [ Fit with Servant. 
Glen. Norval, 


Let not our variance mar the ſocial hour, 

Nor wrong the hoſpitality of Randolph. 

Nor frowning anger, nor yet wrinkled hate, 

Shall ſtain my countenance. Smooth thou thy brow ; 

Nor let our ſtrife diſturb the gentle dame. | 
Nor. Think not ſo lightly, Sir, of my reſentment. 

When we contend again, our ſtrife is mortal. [ Exeunt, 


Aer v. DOVoLAS TY 


ACT V. SCENE I. . 


Enter Dovecras, 


Doug las * 


Tunis is the place, the centre of tlie grove ; 
Here ſtands the oak, the monarch of the wood. 
How ſweet and ſolemn is this midnight ſcene ! 
The filver moon, unclouded, holds her way 
Thro' ſkies where I could count each little ſtar. 
The fanning weſt wind ſcarcely ftirs the leaves ! 460 
The river, ruſhing o'er its pebbled bed, 
Impoſes filence with a ftilly ſound. 

In ſuch a place as this, at ſuch an hour, 
If anceſtry can be in ought believed, 
Deſcending ſpirits have convers'd with man, 
And told the ſecrets of the world unknown. 


= 


: Enter Old Nozvar. 
Old Nor. *Tis he. But what if he ſhould chide 
me hence ? | 


His * reproach 1 fear. 

* turns 2 and fees Him. 
Forgive, forgive, 
Canſt thou forgive the man, the ſelfiſh man, | 
Who bred Sir Malcolm's heir, a ſhepherd's fon 2 


* 
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Dong. Kneel not to me; thou art my father ſtill: 
Thy wiſh'd-for preſence now completes my joy. 
Welcome to me ; my fortunes thou ſhalt ſhare, 

And ever honour'd with thy Douglas live. 

Old Vor. And doſt thou call me father; Oh, my ſon! 
1 think that I could die, to make amends 
For the great wrong I did thee. Twas my crime 
Which in the wilderneſs n conceal'd | 
The bloſſom of thy youth. 480 

Doug. Not worſe the fruit, 

That in the wilderneſs the bloſſom blow'd. 
Amongft the ſhepherds, in the humble cot, 

I learn'd ſome leſſons, which I'll not forget 

When I inhabit yonder lofty towers. 

I, who was once a ſwain, will ever prove 

The poor man's friend; and when my vaſſals bow, 
Norval ſhall ſmooth the creſted pride of Douglas. 
- Nor. Let me but live to ſee thine exaltation ! 
Yet grievous are my fears. Oh, leave this place, 
And thoſe unfriendly towers ! 

Doug. Why ſhould I leave them ? 4 

Nor. Lord Randolph and his kinſman ſeek your 

life. 

Doug. How know'ſt thou that ? 

Old Nor. I will inform you how: 

When evening came, I left the ſecret place 
Appointed for me by your mother's care, | 

And fondly trod in each accuſtom'd path 

That to the caſtle leads. Whilſt thus I rang'd, 

I was alarm'd with unexpected ſounds 500 
Of earneſt voices. On the perſons came. 

Unſeen I lurk'd, and overheard them name 
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Each other as they talk'd, Lord Randolph this, 
And that Glenalvon. Still of you they ſpoke, 
And of the lady; threat'ning was their ſpeech, 
Tho? but imperfectly my ear could hear it. 
*T'was ſtrange, they ſaid, a wonderful diſcoy'ry ; 
And ever and anon they vow'd revenge. 

Doug. Revenge! for what? 

Old Nor. For being what you are, 
Sir Malcolm's heir: how elſe have you offended ? 
When they were gone, I hied me to my cottage, 
And there fat muſing how T beſt might find 
Means to inform you of their wicked purpoſe, 
But I could think of none. At laſt, perplex'd 
I iffued forth, encompaſſing the tower 
With many a weary ſtep and wiſhful look, 
Now Providence hath brought you. to my ſight, 
Let not your too courageous ſpirit ſcorn 


753 


Ihe caution which I give. " "me 


Doug. I ſcorn it not. 

My mother warn'd me of Glenalvon's baſeneſs; 

But I will not ſuſpect the noble Randolph. 

In our encounter with the vile aſſaſſins, 

I mark'd his brave demeanour; him I'll truſt. 
Old Nor. I fear you will, too far. 
Doug. Here in this place 

Ewait my mother's coming: ſhe ſhall know 

What thou haſt told : Her counſel I will follow. 

And cautious ever are a mother's counſels, 

You muſt depart : your preſence may prevent 

Our interview: 

d Mor. My bleſſing _— upon thee ! 

Fs 


154 DOUGLAS. | Act v. 
Oh, may Heay'n's hand, which fay*d thee from the 


wave, 
And from the ſword of foes, be near thee ſtill; 
Turning miſchance, if "ey hangs o'er thy head, 
All upon mine. oo Rad. 
Doug. He loves me like a parent ; oy 
And muſt not, ſnall not, loſe the ſon he loves, 
Altho' his ſon has found a nobler father. 540 
Eventful day! how haſt thou chang'd my ſtate ! 
Once on the cold and winter-ſhaded fide 
Of a bleak hill miſchance had rooted me, 
Never to thrive, child of another foil ; 

; Tranſplanted now to the gay ſunny vale, ' 
Like the green thorn of May my fortune flowers, 
Ye glorious ſtars! high Heaven's reſplendent hoſt ! 
To whom J oft have of my lot complain'd, 
Hear and record my ſoul's unalter'd wiſh ! 
Dead or alive, let me but be renown'd ! 
May Heav'n inſpire ſome fierce .- +4 
To give a bold defiance to our hoſt | 

Before he ſpeaks it out I will accept ; 
Like Douglas conquer, or like eagles < die. 


\ 


* 


Enter Lady RAxDoL H. 


; Lady R. My ſon, 1 heard a voice 
Doug. The voice was mine. 
Lady R. Didſt thou complain aloud to Nature? $ 
ear, 


That thus in duſky ſhades, at midnight _ 
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By n the mother and the ſon ſhould meet? 
| [Embracing him. 
Doug. No; on this happy day, this better birth- 
day, 
My thoughts and words are all of hope and joy. 56 
| Lady R. Sad fear and melancholy ſtill divide 
The empire of my breaft with * and joy. 
Now hear what I adviſe 
Doug. Firſt, let me tell 
What may the tenor of your counſel change; 
Lady R. My heart forebodes ſome evil. 
Doug. Tis not good 
At eve, unſeen by Randolph and Glenalvon, 
The good old Norval in the grove o erheard 
Their converſation; oft they mention'd me 
With dreadful threat'nings; ; you they S 
nam'd. 
1 ſtrange, they ſaid, a wonderful diſcoy? ry; 
And ever and anon they vow'd revenge. | 
Lady R. Defend us, gracious God! we are be- 
tray'd :. 
They have found out the ſecret of thy birth: 
It muſt be ſo. That is the great diſcovery. 
Sir Malcolm's heir is come to claim his own, 
And they will be reveng'd. Perhaps even now, 
Arm'd and prepar'd for murder, they but wait 580 
A darker and more ſilent hour, to break 
Into the chamber where they think thou ſleep'ſt. 
This moment, this, Heav'n hath ordain'd to ſave 
thee! 
Fly to the camp, my ſon !. 
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Doug. And leave you here? 
No: to the caſtle let us go together. 
Call up the ancient ſervants of your houſe, 
Who in their youth did eat your father's bread. 
Then tell them loudly that I am your ſon. 
If in the breaſts of men one ſpark remains 
Of facred love, fidelity, or pity, 
Some in your cauſe will arm. TI aſk but few 
To drive thoſe ſpoilers from my father's houſe. 
Lady R. Oh, Nature, Nature ! what can check 
thy force ? e 
Thou genuine offspring of the daring Douglas ! 
But ruſh not on deſtruction : ſave thyſelf, 
And Iam ſafe. 'Tb me they mean no harm. 
Thy ſtay but riſks thy precious life in vain. 
That winding path conducts thee to the river. 
Croſs where thou ſeeſt a broad and beaten way, 600 
Which running eaſtward leads thee to the camp. 
Inſtant demand admittance to lord Douglas; 
Shew him theſe jewels which his brother wore. 
Thy look, thy voice, will make him feel the truth, 
Which I by a certain proof will ſoon confirm. 
Doug. 1 yield me, and obey : but yet my heart 
Bleeds at this parting. Something bids me ſtay 
And guard a mother's life. Oft have I read 
Of wondrous deeds by one bold arm atchiev'd. 
Our foes are two; no more: let me go forth, 
And ſee if any ſhield can guard Glenalvon. 
Lady R. If thou regard'ſt thy mother, or revert 
Thy father's memory, think of this no more. 
One thing I have to ſay before we part: 
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Long wert thou loſt ;. and thou art found, my child, 
In a moſt fearful Wb War and battle 

T have great cauſe to dread. Too well I ſee 

Which way the current of thy temper ſets: 

To-day I've found thee. Oh ! my long-loft hope! 
If thou to giddy valour giv'ſt the reign, 620 
'To-morrow I may loſe my ſon for ever. | 
The love of thee before thou ſaw'ſt the light, 

Suftain'd my life when thy brave father fell. 

If thou ſhalt fall, I have nor love nor hope 

In this waſte world! My ſon, remember me! 

Doug. What ſhall I ſay? How can I give you 
| comfort ? | 
| The God of battles of my life dipole 
As may be beſt for you! for whoſe dear ſake 
1 will not bear myſelf as I reſoly'd. 

But yet conſider, as no vulgar name, 
That which I boaſt, ſounds amongſt martial men, 
How will inglorious caution ſuit my claim ? « 
The poſt of fate unſhrinking I maintain. 
My country's foes muſt witneſs who I am. 
On the invaders? heads PII prove my birth, 

Till friends and foes confeſs the genuine ſtrain. 
If in this ſtrife I fall, blame not your ſon, 

Who, if he lives not honour'd, muſt not live. 
Lady R. I will not utter what my boſom feels. 


Too well I love that valour which I warn. 640 
Farewell, my ſon ! my counſels are but vain, 
[ Embracing. 


And as high Hear n hath will di it, all muſt be. 
{ Separate. 
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Gaze not on me, thou wilt miſtake the path; 
Pl point it out again. {Fuft as they are ſeparating, 


Enter from the wood Lord. RanvoLen and 


GLENALvon, _ 


Lord R. Not in 15 preſence. | 
Now 
Glen. I'm 1 
Lord R. No: I command thee ſtay. 
1 go alone: It never ſhall be faid 
That I took odds to combat mortal man. 
The nobleſt vengeance is the moſt compleat. ¶ Exit. 
 [GranArvon makes ſome fleps to the ſame fide of 
the flage, liſtens and ſpeaks. 
Sun. Demons of death come ſettle on my ſword, 
And to a double ſlaughter guide it home! 
The lover and the huſband both muſt die. 
Lord R. [| Behind the ſcenes.] Draw, villain ! draw! 
Doug. L Without.) Aſſail me not, lord Randolph; 
Not as thou lov'ſt thyſelf. [ Claſhing of feoords. 
Glen, [ Running 01 out.] Now is the time. | 


Enter Lady RanvoLy H, af the oppoſite fi of the flage,. 
faint and breathleſs. © 


Lady R. Lord Randolph, hear me; all ſhall be 
thine own ! 
But ſpare! Oh, ſpare wy fon! FF 680 


/ 
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Enter DoucLas, with a ſword in each hand. 


Doug. My mother's voice ! 
] can protect thee till. 
Lady R. He lives, he lives ; 
For this, for this to Heay'n eternal praiſe ! 
But ſure I ſaw thee fall. 
Doug. It was Glenalvon, 
Juſt as my arm had maſter'd Randolph”: s ſword, 
The villain came behind me; but I ſlew him. 
Lady R. Behind thee! ah! thourt wounded ! ! 
| Oh, my child, 
How pale thou look'ſt! And ſhall I loſe thee now? 
Doug. Do not deſpair : I feel a little faintneſs ; 
I hope it will not laſt. [ Leans upon his ſeword. 
Lady R. There is no hope! 
And we muſt part! The hand of death is on thee! 
Oh! mp beloved child! O Douglas, Douglas! 
TDoveras growing more and more faint. 
Doug. Too foon we part : I have not long been 
Douglas ; 
O deſtiny ! hardly thou deal'ſt with me; 
Clouded and hid, a ſtranger to myſelf, 
In low and poor obſcurity I've liv'd. 
Lady R. Has Heav'n preſerv'd thee for an end 
like this? | 760 
Doug. Oh! had I fall'n as my brave fathers fell, 
Turning with fatal arm the ride of battle! 
Like them I ſhould have ſmiPd and welcom'd death: 
But thus to periſh by a villain's hand ! 


x60 DOUGLAS. ACT v. ; 


Cut off from nature's and from glory's courſe, 
Which never mortal was ſo fond to run. 
Lady R. Hear, Juſtice, hear! ſtretch thy avenging 


arm, [Doveras falls. 
Doug. Unknown I die; no tongue ſhall ſpeak of 
me. 


Some noble ſpirits, judging by themſelves 
May yet conjecture what I might have prov d, 
And think life only wanting to my fame: 
But who ſhall comfort thee ? 
Lady R. Deſpair, deſpair ! 
Doug. Oh, had it pleas'd high Heay'n to let me 
hve i 
A little while — my eyes that gaze on thee 
Grow dim n = mother—O ! my mother! 
[Drs 


Enter Lord Rax DOL PH and Anna. 


Tord R. Thy words, thy words of truth, have 
pierc'd my heart ; 
I am the ſtain of knighthood and of arms. 
Oh ! if my brave deliverer ſurvives 
The traitor's ſword 
Anna. Alas! look there, my lord. 
Lord R. The mother and her ſon ! How curſt Iam! 
Was I the cauſe? No: I was not the cauſe, 
Von matchleſs villain did ſeduce my ſoul 
To frautic jealouſy. 
Anna. My lady lives: i 
The agony of grief hath but ſuppreſs'd 
A while her powers. 
Lord R. But my deliverer's dead; 


AR 
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The world did once eſteem lord Randolph well, 
“ Sincere of heart, for ſpotleſs honour fam'd: | 
« And, in my early days, glory I gain'd 
Beneath the holy banner of the croſs. 
% Now paſt the noon of life, ſhame comes upon me; 
% Reproach, and infamy, and public hate, 
Are near at hand; for all mankind will think 
© That Randolph baſely ſtabb'd Sir Malcolm's heir.“ 
Lady R. [| Recovering.) Where am I now? Still i in 
this wretched world | | 
Grief cannot break a heart ſo hard as mine. 
„My youth was worn in anguih : but youth's 
es ſtrength, _ 
With hope's aſſiſtance, bore the brunt of ſorrow z 
« And train'd me on to be the obje& now, 
On which Omnipotence diſplays itſelf, 
« Making a ipeQacle, a tale of me, 
To awe it's vaſſal, man.” 
Lord R. Oh, miſery ! 
Amidft thy raging grief I muſt proclaim 
My innocence. 
Lady R. Thy innocence ! ; 730 
Lady R. My guilt 
Is innocence compar'd with what thou think#ft it it. 
Lady R. Of thee I think not: what have I to do 
With thee, or any thing? My ſon! my ſon! 
My beautiful ! my brave ! how proud was 1 
Of thee and of thy valour ! my fond heart 
O'erflow'd this day with tranſport, when I thought 
Of growing old amidſt a race of thine, _ 
Who might make up to me their father's childhood, 
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And bear my brother's and my huſband's name: 
Now all my hopes are dead! A little while 
Was I a wife ! a mother not ſo long! 

What am I now ?—I know.— But 1 ſhall be 
That only whilſt I pleaſe ; for ſuch a ſon 


And ſuch a huſband drive me to my fate. [Runs 1 | 
Lord R. Follow her, Anna: I myſelf would fol- 


: > low, 
But in this rage ſhe muſt abhor my os 


Enter Old Witti 


Old Nor. I heard the voice of woe:  Heav'n guard 
my child? 
Lord R. Already is the idle gaping crowd, 
The ſpiteful vulgar, come to gaze on Randolph. 
Begone. 750 
Old Nor. I fear thee not. I will not go. 
Here I'll remain. I'm an accomplice, lord, 
With thee in murder. Yes, my fins did help 
To cruſh down to the ground this lovely plant. 
Oh, nobleſt youth that ever yet was born! 
Sweeteſt and beſt, gentleſt and braveſt ſpirit, 
That ever bleſt the world! Wretch that I am, 
Who ſaw that noble ſpirit ſwell and riſe 
Above the narrow limits that confin'd it, 
Yet never was by all thy virtues won 
To do thee juſtice, and reveal the ſecret, 
Which, timely known, had rais'd thee far above; 
The villain's ſnare. Oh! Iam puniſt'd now! 


\ 
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Theſe are the hairs that ſhould have ſtrew'd the 
ground, 

And not the locks of Douglas. 

[ Tears his hair, and throw: himſelf upon the body of 
Douglas. | 
Lord R. I know thee now: © thy boldneſs I for- 

give: 

« My creſt is fallen,” For thee I will appoint 

A place of reſt, if grief will let thee reſt, 

I will reward, altho* I cannot puniſh, 

Curs'd, curs'd Glenalyon, he eſcap'd too well, 770 

Tho' ſlain and baffled by the hand he hated. 

Foaming with rage and fury to the laſt, 

Curſing his conqueror, the felon died. 


F Enter ANNA. 


Anna. My lord! My lord! ] 

Lord R. Speak: I can hear of horror, 

Anna. Horror, indeed ! 

Lord R. Matilda? 
Anna. Is no more. 
She ran, ſhe flew like lightning up the hill, 
Nor halted till the precipice ſhe gain'd, 780 
Beneath whoſe low'ring top the river falls Tn 
Ingulph'd in rifted rocks ; thither ſhe came, 
Aa fearleſs as the eagle lights upon it 

pdheadlong down —— 
| K. Tas I alas! 'twas 1 

N ll'd her breaſt with fury; drove her down 
The precipice of death! Wretch that I am 
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Anna. Oh, had you ſeen her laſt deſpairing look ! 
Upon the brink ſhe ſtood, and caſt her eyes 
Down on the deep : then lifting up her head 
And her white hands to Heaven, ſeeming to ſay, 
Why am I forc'd to this ? ſhe plung'd herſelf 
Into the empty air. 
Lord R. ] will not vent, 
In vain.complaints, the paſſion of my oak 
Peace in this world I never can enjoy. 
Theſe wounds the gratitude of Randolph gave ; 
'They ſpeak aloud, and with the voice of fate. 
Denounce my doom. I am reſolvd. I'll go. 
Straight to the battle, where the man that makes SoQ 
Me turn aſide muſt threaten worſe than death. 
Thou, faithful to thy miſtreſs, take this ring, 
Full warrant of my power. Let every rite 


Wich coſt and pomp upon their funerals wait: 


For Randolph hopes he never ſhall return. [Zxeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


2 5 2 
ry — 


An Epilogue Iaſt'd ; but not one word 

Our bard will write. He vows tis moſt abſurd 
' With comic wit to contradid the ſtrain 

Of tragedy and male your ſorrows vain. 

Sadly he ſays, that pity is the beſt, 
And nobleſt paſſion of the human breaſt + 

For when its ſacred ſtreams the heart o er-flow, 
In guſhes pleaſure with the tide of e, 

And when its æbaves retire, like thoſe of Nile, 
T hey leave behind him ſuch a golden ſoil, 
That there the virtues without culture grow, 
There the ſweet bloſſoms of affefion bloaw, 

Theſe were his words ; void of deluſive art, 
T felt them : for he ſpoke them from his heart. 
Nor will I now attempt, with witty folly, 

To chaſe away celeſtial melancholy. 
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Mur LORD; 


L HAVE ling lain under the greats 7 IF ta 
your Graces family, and nothing has been more in my 


wiſhes, than thut I might be able to diſcharge ſome 
part, atleaſt; of ſo large a debt. But your noble birth 
and fortune, the powoer, number, and goodneſs of thoſe 


friends you have already, have placed you. in ſuch an 


independency on the-reft of the world, that the ſervices I 
am able to render to your Grace, can never be advan- 


 tageous, I am ſure not necefſary, to you in any part of 


Jour life.  Howewer, the next piece of gratitude, and 


the only one I am capable of, is the acknowledgment. of 
. wvhat I owes and as this ir the moſt public, and indeed 


the only ay I have of doing it, your Grace will par- 
don me, I take this opportunity, to let the world bnaao 
the duty and honour I had for your illuſtrious father. 
I is, I muſt confeſs, a very tender point ta touch upon; 


and at the firſt ſight, may ſeem an ill-choſen compliment, 
to renew the memory of ſuch a loſs, eſpecially to a difs . 


ſition ſo ſevet and gentle, and to a heart fo ſenile of 


R 
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filial piety, as your Grace's has been, even from your 
earheft childhood. But perhaps, this is one of thoſe 


Frieſt, by which the heart may be made better ; and if 


the remembrance of his death bring heavineſs along with 


it, the honour that it paid to his memory by all good men, 


fall wipe away thbfe-tears, and the example of his life, 
et before your eyes, ſhall be of the greateſt advantage to 


| Jour Grace, in the conduct and future diſpoſition of your 


OWN, 


In a charafter ſo amiable, as that of the Duke of 
Ducenſberry was, there can be no fart ſo Proper to 


begin æuilb, as that which was in him, and is in all good 
men, the foundation of all other virtues, either religious . 
or civil, I mean good nature : Good-nature, which is 
Friendſhip beteveen man and man, good. breeding in courts, 


charity i in religion, and the true ſpring of all beneficence 
in general, This was a quality he poſſeſſed in as great 
a meaſure as any gentleman I ever had the honour to 
Fnow. It was this natural ſevcetneſs of temper, which 
made bim the be eft man in the world to live with, in any 
Find of relation. It wwas this made him a good maſter 
#0 his ſervants, a good friend to his friends, and the 
tendereſt father to his children. For the laſt, I can 
have no better voucher than your Grace; and for the 
reſt, I may appeal to all that have had the honour to 
Eno him. There was a ſpirit and pleaſure in his con- 
verſalion, which always enlivened the company he was 
in; which, together with a certain eaſineſs and frankneſs 


in his diſpoſition, that did not at all derogate from the 
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Męnity of his birth and character, rendered him infi- 
nitely agreeable. And as no man had a more delicate 
tafle of natural wit, his conver ſation always abounded 
in dl. | N 


For 15005 parts of his character which related to the 
public, as he was a nobleman of the firſt rank, and a 
miniſter of Rate, they will be beſt known by the great 
employments he paſſed through ; all which he diſcharged 
evorthily as to himſelf, juſtly to the princes who employ- 
el him, and advantageouſly for his country. There is 
no occaſion to enumerate his ſeveral employments, as ſe- 
_ eretary of. "fate, for Scotland in particular, for Britain 
in general, or lord high commiſſioner of Scotland ; which 
laſt office he bore more than once; but at no time more 
 honourably, and (as I hope ) more happily, both for the 
preſent age and for poſterity, than when he laid the 
| foundation for the Britiſh Union. The conſlancy and 
addreſs which he manifefled on that occgſſon, are fiill 

freſh in every body's memory; and perhaps when our 
children Hall reap thoſe benefits from that work, which 
ſome people do not foreſee and hope for now, they may 
remember the Duke of Queenſberry with that gratitude 
which ſuch a piece 4 ſervice done to his country den 
| ſerves; 


He  ſhewve 1, upon all occaſions, a Ari and immediate 
altachment to the crown, in the legal ſervice ef which, 
no man could exert himſelf more dutifully, nor more 


Strenuonſly ; and at the ſume time, no man gave more 
12 


_. DEDICATION, 


bold. — more r generous evidences of the love he = 75 
his country. Of the latter, there can be no better proof, 
than the Hare he had in the late happy. Revolution ; nor 
of the former, than that dutiful reſped, and. unſhaken 


_ fadelity, which he preſerced um ber ae ache oy. even 
to his laſt moments. 


With *. many good and great qualities, it is not at 
all frange that he Paſſed Jo large a ſhare, as he was 
#nawwn to have, in the gleem of the queen, and her im- 
' mediate predeceſſor 5 nor that thoſe great. princes ſhould 
repoſe the higheſt confidence in him: and at the fame 
time, avhat. a pattern has he. left. behind him for the nobi- 
Ley in general, 9nd, for you. r in n to copy 
* 5 


Yo our . ce por” forgive me, if my * for your 
- -elfare and honour (which nobody has more at heart 
than myſelf) ſhall preſs you with ſome more than ordi- 
nary warmth to the imitation of your noble father's 
irtues. . You have, my lord, many great advantages, 
_evhich may encourage you to ge on in purſuit of this re- 
putation : it has, pleaſed God to give you naturally that 
Sevectneſs of temper, which, as I have before hinted, it 
the foundation of all good inclinations. You have the 
honour to be born, not only of the greateſt, but of the 
vg parents; of \a gentleman generally. beloved, and 
generully lamented ; and of a lady adorned with all 
wirtees that enter into the charafter of a good wife, an 


edmirable friend, and a moſt indulgent mother, The 
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natural advantages of your mind, have been cultivated 
by the mieft proper arts and manners of education. You 
bave the care of many noble friends, and eſpecially of an 
excellent uncle, to watch over you in the tenderneſs of 
your youth, You ſet out among ft the firſt of mankind, 

and T doubt not but your virtues-will be equal to 5 ai 4 
ty of your rank. 


TI may vue to fre your Grace eminent for the love 


of your country, for your fervice and duty to your prince, 


and, in convenient time, adorned with all the honours 
that have ever been conferred upon your noble family: 
that you may be diſtinguiſted to poſterity, as the bravyſ, 
8 ft and beft man of the age you live i in, is the hearty 
and prayer of 
My Lord, 
Your Graces nioft vbedient, and 
* Ou humble fervant, 


N ROWE. 


4 


" IANE SHORE. . 


— 
— . : — — — fo — — — 
* FR * 


— — 


| T4; play is attractive upon various accounts It 
preſents a familiar picture of well-known events, 
treated with much delicacy and ſkill—and its moral 
uſe is alſo great, as exemplifying upon the fickleneſs 
of high fortune, and the gloomy proof, that the 
- friendſhip which courts the fummer of . is 
2 by 1 the winter of adverſity. _ 


But Rows never - ſuffered a ſtronger deluſion of 
| the mind than that, which whiſpered to him, that 
his Play bore a reſemblance to the weightier pro- 

ductions of SHaxsrEarE, Rows is not without his 
ſtrength of ſentiment—he can expreſs an axiom of 
policy or morals, nervouſly, and with conſiderable 
ſplendour ; but the reflex picture of the mind, the 
labouring progreſhon of thought, or the retroſpective 
anguiſh of guilty compunction, are all beyond his 
graſp.— He is little accuſtomed to the inward ſearch 
after natural feeling, and the ſelf-impoſed ſtate of 
artificial being He ſtudied Books rather than Max 


10 himſelf. 


Vet there are tender and ſoothing paſſages in this 
Play there is a well appoſed ſucceſſion of ſtriking 
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events, that intereſt as they are embelliſhed faQs, 
and have a merit that would make them intereſt even 


if they were fictitious. 0 
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TO-night, if you have Brought your good old taſte, 


Well treat you wwith a downright Engliſb feafl « 


A tale, which told long ſince in homely wiſe, 
Hath never faid of melting gentle eyes. 


Let no nice fir deſpiſe our hapleſs dame, 
| Becauſe recording ballads chaunt her name ; 


T hoſe venerable ancient ſong-enditere 
Soar d many a pitch above our modern writers : 


4 w_- hey catercuaul d i in no romantic ditty, 


Sighing for Phillit's, or Chloe's pity. 

Jullly they drew the fair, and ſpoke her plain. 

And ſung her by her chriſtian name—"twwas Jane. 
Our numbers may be more refin'd than thoſe, 

But what we've gain d in verſe, we've hy} in proſe. 
Their words no ſhufling, double meaning lnezv, 


Their ſpeech was homely, but their hearts were trus. 


In ſuch an age, immortal Shakſpere avrote, . 


By no quaint rules, nor hampering critics taught ; 
With rough majeſtic force he mov'd the heart, 
And ftrength and nature made amends for art. 
Our humble author does his fleps purſue, 

He owns he had the mighty bard in view ; 


And in theſe ſcenes has made it more his care, 
To roufe the paſſiant, thau to charm the ear. 
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Yet for thoſe gentle Beaux, who love the chime, 
The ends of afts flill jingle into rhime. 
The ladies, too, he hopes, Twill not complain. 
Here are ſome ſubjefs for a ſofter ſtrain, 
A nymph forſaken, and a perjur d ſwain. 
What moſt he fears, is, left the dames ſhould frown, 
T he dames of wit and pleaſure about town, 
To fee our picture drawn unlike their on. 
But left that error ſhould provoke to fury 
The hoſpitable hundreds of old Drury, 
He bid me ſay, in our Jane Shore's defence, 
She dole'd about the charitable pence, 
Built hoſpitals, turn'd ſaint, and dy'd long ſince. 
For her example, whatſoe'er we make it, ; 
T hey have their choice to let alone or take it. 
Tho few, as concei ve, will think it meet, 
To weep ſo ſorely, for a ſin ſo feet : 
Or moutn and martify the pleaſant ſenſes, 
To 2. in tragedy two ages hence. 
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8 Men. 
Duke of Gtozren,  '» © Mr. Aickin. 

Lord Hasrixds, en - Mr. Kemble. + 
Cars rr... - '=- + Mr. Phillimore. 
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| Men. 
Duke of GrozTER, =, VMI. Aickin. 
ord HasTiNGs, 51 MI. Holman. 
| 3 | - - 1 Mr. Thompſon. 
| Sir Ric RAA D RATCLIFFE, RE De Mr. Gardner, 
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| Duomo, „„ On rs - Mr. Farren, 
Dzrsy, 5 5 - Mr. Evatt. 
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| | Women. 
ALicia, - 1», Miss Brunton, 
Jang Snort, -— - „„ Mrs. Pope. 


Secral lords of the council, ——_ and attendants, 
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The 2e. Pre, the Due of Goes, G. 
RichARD RATCLIFFE, and CATESBY.: 


1 7 


— — 


haf. 55 


Favs far ſucceſs attends upon our councils, 
And each event has anſwer'd to my win; 
The queen and all her upſtart race are quell'd; 
Dorſet is baniſh'd, and her brother Rivers, 
Exe this, lies ſhorter by the head at Pomfret. 


2. . 
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The nobles have, with joint concurrence, namꝰ d me 


Protector of the realm. 


My brother's children, | 
Young Edward and the little York, are lodg'd 


Here, fafe within the Tower. How fay you, firs, 


Does not this buſineſs wear a lucky face? 
The ſceptre and the golden wreath of woe 


Secm bung within wy WOO" 


— 


* 


4 


— 


1 


| 180 JANE SHORE. | Aer I. 


Rat. Then take em to you, 
And wear em long and worthily, You are 
The. laſt remaining male of princely York, ; 
(For Edward's boys, the Rate eſteems not of them) I 
And therefore on your ſov'reignty and rule, | 
The common-weal does her dependence make, 
And leans upon your highneſs' able hand. 
Cat. Andyettomoprrow does the council meet, 
To fix a day for Edward's coronatian. | 
Who can expound this riddle ? 
Gloft. That can I. 
Thoſe lords are each ane my e 0d friends, 
Of ſpecial truſt-and nearneſs to my boſom; 
And howſoever buſy they may ſeem, LY. 
And diligent to buſtle in the ſtate, +: 
Their zeal goes on no farther than we lead, . 
| And at our bidding ſtays. | 
Fr Cat. Vet there is one, 
And he amongſt the foremoſt in his power, 
1 Of whom I wiſh yaur highneſs were aſſur d. 
| 
| 


For me, perhaps it is my nature s fault. 

18 I own, I doubt of his inclining, much. r 
90%. I gueſs the man at whom your words would 
$4 8 point: 6 Ie: | 
Haſtings — 
A 

| | Gleft. He bears me great good-will, | 
. "Tis true, to you, as to the lord protector, 
Aud Gloster duke, he bows with lowly fervice : 
1 But were he bid to cry, God /ave King Richard, 
if | Then tell me in what terms he would reply? 
| 


_ 


Believe me, I have proy d the man, and found him: 


Act TY JANE SHORE. 


I Ko he bears a moſt religious reverence 
To his dead maſter Edward's royal memory, 
And whirher that may lead him is moſt plain, 
Vet more—One of that ſtubborn ſort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an dpinion, 
They call it honour, honeſty, and faith, 
And ſooner part with life than let it go. 
Ghft. And yet this tough impracticable heart, 
Is govern'd by a dainty-finger'd girl; 
Such flaws are found in the moſt worthy natures; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering ſhe 
Shall make him amble on a goſſip's mefſage, 
And take the diſtaff with a hand as patient 
As &er did Hercules. 
Rat. The fair Alicia, 
Of noble birth and exquiſite of feature, 

Has held him Jong a vaſſal to her beauty, 
Cat. 1fear, he falls in his allegiance there; 
Or my intelligence is falſe, or elle + 
The dame has been too laviſh of her kalt, 3 

' And fed him till he loathes. 3 
Gleft. No more, he comes. 


| Enter Lord HasTinGs. | 


Hef. Health, and the happineſs of n many os 
Attend upon your Grace. 

Gleft. My good lord NS.” | 
We're much beholden to your gentle friendſhip. 8 
Hal. My Jord, 1 come an _— Tau to you. 1 
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Ghft In right good time. Speak out your: = 

ſure freely. _ 

Haſt. I am to move your highneſs in a behalf 
Of Shore's unhappy wife. 

61g. Say you,. of Shore? © 

Hal. Once a bright . that beld her ** on 
| high: 

The firſt and faireſt of our Engliſh dames, 
While royal Edward held the ſov'reign rule. Ny 
Now ſunk in grief, and pining with deſpair, | 
Her waining form no longer ſhall incite 
Envy in woman, or deſire in man. JO 
She never ſees the ſun, but thro” her tears, A 
And wakes to figh the live- long night away. _ 

Gloft. Marry! the times are badly chang'd with 

| —. 

From Edward's days to theſe. Then all was Iller, 
Feaſting and mirth, light wantonoeſs and laughter, 
Piping and playing, minſtrelſy and maſquing ; | 
Till life fled from us like an idle dream, | 
A ſhew of mommery without a meaning. 

My brother, reſt and pardon to his ſoul, | 
ls gone to his account; for this his minion, 
The revel rout is done—But you are ſpeaking. 

Concerning her—I have been told, that you 
Are frequent in your viſitation to her. 

Hal. No farther, my, good, lord, dend | 
„ 2 | 
And tender-hearted charity ll... Ry EY 
Sh. Goto; I did not mean to chide you be it. 
For, ſooth to 0 I hold it noble in you | 
Jo cheriſh the diftreſs'd——On with your tale. 


__ 
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Haft. Thus it is, gracious fir, that certain officers, 
Uſing the warrant of your mighty name, 
With iMolence unjuſt, and lawleſs power, 
Have ſeiz'd upon the lands which late ſhe held, 
By grant, from her great maſter Edward's bounty. 
Gloft. Somewhat of this, but lightly, have 1 : 
heard ; . 
And tho? ſome cates of 3 zeal, 
Some of moſt ceremonious ſanctity, 
And bearded wiſdom, often have provok'd 
The hand of juſtice to fall heavy on her; 
Yet ftill, in kind compaſſion of her weakneſs, 
And tender memory of Edward's love, 
1 have withheld the mercileſs tern law 
From doing outrage on her helpleſs beauty. 
Haſt. Good Heay'n, who ace th back for 
mercy, 
With open-handed bounty ſhall repay you: 
This gentle deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild eſcapes of lawleſs paſſion, 
And the long train of frailties fleſh is heir to. 
Gloft. 'Thus far, the voice of pity pleaded only : 
Our farther and more full extent of grace w 
Is given to your requeſt. Let her attend, „ 
And to ourſelf deliver up her griefs. | 
She ſhall be heard with patience, .and each wrong 
At full redreſs'd. But I have other news, 
Which muſt import us both; for ſtill my fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours: our common foes, 
The queen's relations, our new-fangled gentry, 
Hare fall'n their haughty creſts— That for your pri- 


vacy. L Exeunt. - 
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| SCENE It. 


An 1 in Ius s 3 5 Hout. Enter Br- 
MOD and Dumont. cont od 


— 


Bel. How ſhe has iv'd you have heard my wr ak 
ready, | 


The reſt your own attendance in her family, 


Where I have found the means wil day 1 to £ wy 
you, Ti By 

And nearer obſervation, beſt will tell you. 

See, with what {ad and fober cheer ſhe comes, 


I Enter Jaxx Snort. 


Sure, or I read her viſage much amiſs, _ 


Or grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair lady, 
The bleffings-of the cheerful morn be on you, 


- And greet your beauty with its opening fweets. 


J. $h. My gentle neighbour, your good wiſhes 


Kill 
Purſue my hapleſs fortunes! Ah, good Belmour, 


How few, like thee, inquire the wretched out, 
And court the offices of foft hamanity ? 

Like thee reſerve their raiment for the iel, 
Reach out their bread to feed the crying 8 
Or mix their pitying tears with thoſe that weep ? 2 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better tongue than mine, 
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Jo ſpeak and bleſs chy name. Is this the beate 


man, 
Whoſe friendly ſervice you commendled to me. 

Bel. Madam, it is. | 

FJ. Sb. A venerable aſpect. | [ Hpde. 
Age ſits with decent grace upon his: alien | 
And worthily becomes his ſilver locks zm 
He wears the marks of many years well fpent, 
Of virtue, truth well try'd, and wiſe experience; 
A friend like this would ſuit my ſorrows well. ö 
Fortune, I fear me, ſir, has meant you ill, [To Dum. 
Who pays your merit with that ſcanty pittance 
Which my poor hand and humble roof dan give. 


But to ſupply theſe golden vantages, 


Which elſewhere'you might find, expect to amet 
A juſt regard and value for your worth, | 
The welcome of a friend, and the free esp. A 
Of all that little gaod the world allows me. | 
Dum. You over- rate me much and all my anſwer 
Muſt be my future truth; let them Aon Frans, | 7 
And make up my deſerving 8 
Sb. Are you of England ? | 
um. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my 
birth; | 
At Antwerp has my confine Lilley been, 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous days 
| Than theſe which now. my failing age affords. 
F. Sh. Alas 1 at Antwerp !—Oh, forgive my 
rears |! [ Weeping, 
They fall for my . muſt fall 
Long, long ere they thallwaſh tam 22 48 


— 
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You knew perhaps—Oh grief! oh ſhame Ry haſ- 
band. 5 
Dum. I knew him well —but 92 this flood of an- 
= guiſh 3 
Tue ſenſeleſs grave feels not your pious n * 
Three years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid, 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
To his laſt peaceful manſion. I attended, 
Sprinked his clay-cold corſe with holy drops, 
According to our church's rev'rend rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hallow'd ground, to reſt. 
* J. TH that my foul had EnOwn no Joy but 
. * 
That I had liv'd within his ouiltleſs arms, 
And dying ſlept in innocence beſide him ! 
But now his duſt abhors the fellowſhip, 
And — to mix wh mine. ; 


Enter e Servant. 


Fer. The lady Alicia 
Attends your leiſure. 
F. $h Say I wiſh to ſee her. [Exit 3 x 
Feaſe, gentle ſir, one moment to retire, 
Il wait you on the inſtant, and inform you 
Of each unhappy circumſtance, in which 
Pour friendly aid and counſel much may ſtead me. 
[Exeunt Belmour and Dumont. 


— 


Euter AL1CIA. 


Alis. Still, my fair friend, ſtill hall I find you 
thus? 


* 
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Still ſhall theſe ſighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling drops chaſe one another ſtill, 
As if the poſting meſſengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back ? 
FJ. $h. No, my Alicia, 
Heaven and his ſaints be witneſs to my thoughts, 
There is no hour of all my life o'er paſt, 
That I could wiſh to take its turn again. 
Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe days my friend has 
known, 
Some of thoſe years might paſs for golden ones, 
At leaſt if womankind can judge of happineſs. 
What could we wiſh, we who delight ia empire, 
Whoſe beauty is our ſov'reign good, and gives us 
Our reaſons to rebel, and pow'r to rein, 
What could we. more than to behold a monarch, 
Lovely, renown'd, a conqueror, and young, 
Bound in our chains, and ſighing at our feet? 
J. Sh. Tis true, the royal Edward was a won 
der, | | 
The goodly pride of all our Engliſh yooth ; 
He was the very joy of all that ſaw him, 
Form'd to delight, to love and to perſuade. / 
« Impaſlive ſpirits and angelic natures _ | | 
« Might have been charm'd, like yielding human 
weakneſs, 
ho Stoop'd from their Heay' n, and liſten'd to his talk- 
ing. 
But what had I to do wath kings * courts? 
My humble lot had caſt me far beneath him; 
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And that he was the firſt of all mankind, 
The braveſt, and moſt lovely, was my wy 
Alic. Sure, ſomething more than fortune join 'S 
your loves: 

Nor could his greatnefs, and his gracious form, 
Be elſewhere match'd ſo well, as to the ſweetneſs 
And beauty of my friend. 
J. $h. Name him no more: 

He was the bane and ruin of my peace. 
This anguiſh and theſe tears, theſe are the legacies 
His fatal love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 
E'er yet a fewiſhort days pafs 'o*er my head, 
Abandoe d eo che very utnioſt wrerchednefs. 
The-Haad of powir as ſeiz d almoſt the whole 
Of what was leſt for 'neety life*s ſupport; 
Shortly en Wilt behold me poor, and kneeling 
Before thy charitable door for bread. + 
. Alc. Joy of my life, my deareſt $hore, Beben 5 
. TS Wound my heart with thy foreboding forrows; 
Raiſe thy ſad Toul to better hopes than theſe, 
Lift up thy eyes, and let chem ſhine once more, 
Bright as the morning fun above the miſt. 
Exert thy charms, ſeek out the ſtern Protector, 
And ſoothe his ſavage temper with thy beauty: 
Spie of his deadly, unrelenting nature, 

He ſhall be mov'd to pity, and redreſs thee. 
Sb. My form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe; 

The ſcene of beauty and delight is chang'd; 
No roſes bloom upon my fading cheek, 

Nor laughing graces wanton in my eyes; 
But haggard grief, lean- looking fallow care, 
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And pining diſcontent, a rueful train 
Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 
One only ſhadow of a hope is left me; + 
The noble-minded Haſtings, of his goodneſs, | 
Has kindly underta en to be my advocate, 
And move my humble ſuit to angry Gloſter. | 
| lic. Does, Haſtings. undertake to plead your 
cauſe ? 
But wherefore ſhould ans Haſtings has eyes 3 
The gentle lord has a right tender heart, 
Melting and eaſy, yielding to impreſſion, 
And catching the ſoft flame from each new beauty; 
But yours ſhall charm him long. 
FJ. Sh. Away, you. flatterer ! 
Nor charge his gen'rous meaning with a wed 
Which his great ſoul and virtue muſt diſdain. 
Too much of love thy hapleſs friend has prov'd, 
Too many giddy fooliſh hours are gone, 
And in fantaſtic meaſures danc'd away. : 
May the remaining few know only friendſhip. - 
So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 
Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, 
A partner there; I will give up mankind, 
Forget the tranſports of increaſing paſſion, 
Andall the pangs we feel for its decay. 
Alic. Live] live and reign for ever in my boſom; 
| [ Enibracing. 
Save and uprivall'd there poſſeſs thy own; 
And you, the brighteſt of the ſtars above, 
Ye ſaints that once were women here below, 
Be witneſs of the truth, 'the holy friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other ſelf I yow. 


7 
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If 1 not hold her nearer to my ſoul, | 
Than every other joy the world can give; 
Let poverty, deformity, and ſhame, 
Diſtraction and deſpair ſeize me on earth, 
Let not my faithleſs ghoſt have peace hereafter, 

Nor taſte the bliſs of your celeſtial fellowſhip. 
. Sb. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art 

-. Trnes 
Therefore theſe 8 once the laviſh bounty 
Of royal Edward's Jove;” I truſt to thee ; 
| [Giving a caſket. 
Receive this, all that I can call my own, 
And let it reſt unknown, and ſafe with thee : 
1 hat if the ſtate's injuſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer, 
My wretchedneſs may find relief from thee, 
And ſhelter from the ſtorm. 
Alice. My all is thine ! 

One common hazard ſhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But. let thy fearful doubting heart be till; _ 
The ſaints and angels have thee in their charge, 
And all things ſhall be well. Think pd the 
| good, | 

The gentle deeds of mercy cho bat done, 
Shall die forgotten all ; „ the poor, the pris'ner, 
« The fatherleſs, the friendleſs, and the widow, 
« Who daily own the bounty of thy hand, 
« Shall cy to Heav'n and pull a bleſſing on thee; af 
Ev'n man, the mercileſs inſulter man, : 
Man, wha rejoices in our ſex's weakneſs, 
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- Shall pity thee, and with unwonted goodneſs 
Forget thy failings, and record thy praiſe. 
J. Sb. Why ſhould I think that man will do for 
me, | 2 | 
What yet he never did for wretches like me? 
Mark by what partial juſtice we are judg'd : 
Such is the fate unhappy women find, 
And ſuch the curſe entail'd upon our kind, 
That man, the lawleſs libertine, may rove, 
Free and unqueſtion'd through the wilds of love; 
While woman, ſenſe and nature's eaſy fool, 
If poor weak woman ſwerve from virtue's rule, 
If, ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny way, 
And in the ſofter paths of pleaſure ſtray, 
Ruin enſues, reproach and endleſs ſhame, 
And one falſe ſtep entirely damns her fame: 
In vain with tears the loſs ſhe may deplore, 
In vain look back on what ſhe was before; 
She ſets, like ſtars that fall, to riſe no more. | 
; [Execunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE J. 


Continues. : Enter Au1C1A, ſpeaking to Jans SHORE 
as entering. 
| Alicia. 
No farther, gentle friend; good angels guard you, 
And ſpread their gracious wings about your ſlumbers. 
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The drowſy-night grows on the world, and now 
The buſy eraftfiven-and'o*er-labour'd hind: 


Forget the travail of the day in ſleep :- 


Care only wakes, and moping penſiveneſs; ; 


With meagre diſcontented looks they ſit, 

And watch the waſting of the midnight taper. 

Such vigils muſt Þ keep, {6 wakes my ſoul; | 
Reſtleſs and ſelf · tormented Oh, falſe Haſtings ! 3 
Thou haſbdeftroy'd my peace. LX nocking without, 


What noiſe is that? 
What viſitor is this, who with bold fteedom, 


Breaks in upon the peaceful night and reſt, 


With ſuch arude NN ? 
Enter a Sirens. 


Ser. . | 
Lord Haſtjngs: (as Lthink) demands my with. 
Als. Haſtings 1. Be ſtill, my. heart, _ _ to 
meet him 
With his own arts: with falſhood But be comes. 


Ku ay = nc . to a Servant as enter». 


1. 


Hat. Diſmiſs my gain; 2 win alone without. 
Alicia, here ! - Unfortunate encounter ! . a 


But be it as it may. 


Alic. When humbly, ths £ 
The great deſcend to viſit the afflicted, 


10 When thus, unmindful of their reſt, they come 
To Jobs forrows. of the, midnight mourners = 
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Comfort comes with them; like the P ſun, 
Diſpels the ſullen ſhades with her ſweet influence, 
And chears the melancholy houſe of care. 

Haft. Tis true, 1 would not over-rate a courteſy, 
Nor let the coldneſs of delay hang on it, 
To nip and blaſt its favour, like a froſt ; 
But rather choſe, at this late hour, to come, | 
That your fair friend may know 1 have prevail'd 3 - 
The lord protector has receiv'd her ſuit, ; | 
And means to ſhew her grace. 

Alic. My friend! my lord. 
Hg,. Yes, lady, 85 none has a right more 

V ie 

To taſk my pow'r than you. 

Alic. 1 want the words, | 
To pay you back a compliment ſo courtly ; 
But my heart gueſſes at the friendly meaning, 
And wo? not die your debtor. 
_ - Haſt. Tis well, madam. 
But I would ſee your friend. 

Alic. Oh, thou falſe lord ! 
I would be miſtreſs of my heaving heart, 
Stille this riſing rage, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my face in eaſy dull indifffrence : 
But *two? not be; my wrongs will tear their Ways 
And ruſh at once upon thee. * 

Haſt. Are you wiſe? 
Have you the uſe of reaſon ? Do you ks 3 ? 
What means this raving, this ttanſporting paſſion? 

Alic. Oh, thou cool traitor ! thou inſulting ty- 

rant. 
1. 


194 IANE SHOoRE EB. Aer l. 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted heart, 

Thus rent with agonizing love and rage, 

And aſk me what it means? Art thou not falle ? 
Am not ſcorn'd, forſaken, and abandon'd, 

Left, like a common wretch, to ſhame and infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the ſport of villains? tongues, 

Of laughing paraſites, and lewd buffoens; 

And all becauſe my ſoul has doated on thee 

With love, with truth, and tenderneſs unutterable ? 
Hg. Are theſe the proofs of tenderneſs and love? 
"Theſe endleſs quarrels, diſcontents, and jealouſies, 
"Theſe never- ceaſing wailings and complainings, 
Theſe furious ſtarts, theſe whirlwinds of the ſoul, 
Which every other moment riſe to madneſs ? 

Alic. What proof, alas ! have I not giv'n of love ? 

What have I not abandon'd to thy arms ? 
Have I not ſet at, nought my noble birth, 


A ſpotleſs fame, and an unblemiſh'd race, 


The peace of innocence, and pride of virtue? 
My prodigality has giv'n thee all ; 
And now, I've nothing left me to beſtow, 
Lou hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. 
Haft. Why am I thus purſu'd from place to place, 
Kept in the view, and croſs'd at every turn? 
In vain I fly, and, like a hunted deer, | 
Scud o'er the lawns, and haften to the covert; 
Fer I can reach my ſafety, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift malice of ſome keen reproach, 
And drive the winged ſhaft deep in my heart. 
Alic. Hither you fly, and here you ſeek r᷑poſe; 
Spite of the poor deceit, your arts are known, 
Your pious, — midnight viſits. 
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Haft. If you are wiſe, and prize your peace of 
mind, 
Yer take the friendly counſel of my love; 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your jealouſy. 
Let not that devil, which undoes your ſex, 
That curſed curiofity ſeduce you, 
To hunt for needleſs ſecrets, which, neglected, 
Shall never hurt your quiet; but once known, 
Shall fit upon your heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the fweet fleep for ever from you. 
Go tobe yet advis'd— 
Alic. Doſt thou in ſcorn, 
Preach patience to my rage, and bid me tamely | 
Sit like a poor contented idiot. down, 
Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong'd me? Ruin ſeize 
thee, 
And ſwift perdition overtake thy treachery, 
| Have I the leaſt remaining cauſe to doubt? 
 Haſt thou endeaveur'd once to hide thy falfhood ? 
To hide it might have ſpoke Tome little tenderneſs, 
And ſhewn thee half unwilling to undo me + 
But thou diſdain'ſt the weakneſs of humanity, 
Thy words, and all thy actions, have confeſs'd it; 
Ev'n now thy eyes avow it, now they fpeak, 
And inſolentty own the glorious villainy. 
Hast. Well, then, I own my heart has broke your 
chains. 
Patient I bore the painful bondage long, 
At length my gen'rous love difdains your tyranny ; 
The bitkerneſs and ſtings of taunting jealouſy, 
Vexatious days, and jarring, joylefs nights, 
Have driv'n him forth to ſeck ſome ſafer ſhelter, 
| 12 


} 
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Where he may reſt his weary wings in peace. 
Ale. You triumph! do! and with gigantic pride 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink; 
No more his arm ſhall-roll the dreadful thunder, 
Nor ſend bs lightnings forth: no-more his _ 


© Shallviſit the preſuming ſops of men, 


But perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in ſafety. 
Haft. Whatc'er my fate decrees for me hereafter, | 
Be preſent to me now, my better. angel! | 
Preſerve me from the ſtorm that threatens now, 
And if I have beyond-attonement ſiun'd, 
Let any other kind of plague o'ertake me, 

So 1 eſcape the e ohh ooo ls 

Alic. Thy pray? tis n go but know, 4 
lord, . 

Howe! er thou om the ok of my hs 

"This feeble hand way find the means to reach thee, 
Howe'er ſublime in pow'r and greatneſs plac'd, 

With royal favour guarded round and grac'd ; 

On eagle's wings my rage ſhall urge her flight, 
And hurl thee headlong from thy topmoſt height: 
Then, like thy fate, ſuperior will I it, 

And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my feet ; 

See thy laſt breath with indignation go. | 


And tread thee ſinking to the ſhades be | [ Exit. 
Hal. How ßerce a fiend Spain! Vith what 


1 wildneſs, | 

What tyranny untam'd it reigns in —_ 4s 
Vohappy ſex ! whoſe ealy yielding temper |, 

Gives way to ev'ry appetite alike : FIN 0p 

< Each guſt of inclination, uncontrol'd, 


* 
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6c Sweeps thro” their fouls' and ſets them 1 in an up- = 
n erbar :; | „ b 

« Each motion of che heart rites to fury. 5 

And love in their weak boſoms i is a rage 

As terrible as heat, and as deſtructive. | 

« $o the wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs ocean, 

And heaves the billows of the boiling deep, 

Alike from peels from ſouth, from eaſt, from 

; weſt; 

% With equal force the tempeſt blows by turns 

& From every corner of the ſeaman's compaſs.” 

But ſoft ye now—for here comes ont, diſclaims 

Strife and her wrangling train; of equal elements, 

Without one jarring atom was ſhe form'd, | 


And gentleneſs and joy make up her being. 


Enter JANE SHORE. 

Forgive me, fair one, if officious friendſhip 
Intrudes on your repoſe, . and comes, thus late 
To greet you with the tidings of ſucceſs. 

The princely Gloſter has vouchſaf d your hearing, 
To-morrow he expects you at the court; 

There plead your cauſe, with never. failing beauty, 
Speak all your griefs, and find a full redreſs. 

7 SB. Thus humbly let ned "Oey ſervant bend. 
| Kneelng. 
Thus let me bow my grateful knee to earth, 
And bleſs. your noble nature for this goodneſs. 

Hoſt. Riſe, gentle dame, you wrong wy 1 
„„ mon , 

Think me not guilty of a thought ſo vain, 


198 JANE SHORE. Aer li 
Jo ſell my courteſy ſor thanks like theſe. 
ee your bony. is beyond my . 


* ing: 

15 But tho my mouth be n my heart tal thank 
you; 

And when it melts before the throne of mercy, 
Mourning and bleeding for my paſt offences, 

My fervent ſoul ſhall breathe one pray'r for 5p 

If pray'rs of ſuch a wretch are heard on high, 

That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you 


The grace and goodneſs you have ſhewn tb me. 

Heafe. If there be ought of merit in my ſervice, 
Impute it there, where moſt tis due, to love z 
Be kind, my gentle miſtreſs, to my wiſhes, ; 

And ſatisfy my panting heart with beauty. 

J Sb. Alas! my lord | 

Haft. Why bend thy eyes to earth? 
Wherefore theſe looks of heavineſa and ſorrow ? 
Why breathes that ſigh, my love ? * wherefore 

e | 
This trickling ſhow'r of tears, to ſtain ty ſweet- 

neſs ? | 

J. Sb. If pity dwells within your ache hon, 
(As ſare it does) Oh, ſpeak not to me thus, 

| Haſt. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of love? 
Ev'n now, thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 


| Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 


Thy ſoftneſs ſteals upon my yielding ſenſes, 
Till my ſoul faints, and fickens with deſire ; 
How canſt thou give this motion to my heart, 
And bid my tongue be ſtill Fo | 
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J. S. Caſt round your eyes 
Upon the high-born beauties of the court; 
Behold, like opening roſes, where they bloom, 
Sweet to the ſenſe, unſully'd all, and ſpotleſs ; 
There chooſe ſome worthy partner of your heart, 
To fill your arms, and bleſs your virtuous bed; 
Nor turn your eyes this way, '* where ſin and miſery, 
« Like loathſome weeds, have over-run the ſoil, 
„ And the deſtroyer, Shame, has laid all waſte,” 
VI. What means this peeviſh, this fantaſtic 
| change ? 
Where is thy wonted pleafantneſs of face, 
Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled ſmiles ? . 
Where haft thou loft thy wit, and ſportive mirth ? 
That chearful heart which us'@ to dance for ever, 
And caft a day of gladneſs all around thee ? 
J. Sb. Yes, I will own I merit the reproach z. 
And for thole fooliſh days of wanton pride, 
My foul is juſtly humbled: to the duſt : 
All tongues, like yours, are licenſ d to vpbraid me, 
Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 
And treat me like thatabject thing I have been, 
Vet let the ſaints be witneſs to this truth, 
That now, tho? late, I look with horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curſe 
« My paſt polluted life. All-judging Heav'n, 
Who knows bay, crimes, has ſeen: my ſorrow fer 
them. 
Hoſt. No more: of this. dull ſtuff. 1 time 
enough | 
To whine and mortify thyſelf with penance, 
When the decaying ſenſe is pall d with leaſure, 
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% And weary nature tires in her laſt ſtage; | 
« Then weep. and tell "ye, beads, when | alt! ring 
Theums | | | 
&« Have ſtain'd the luſtre of thy ary eyes, 
« And failing palſies ſhake thy wither'd hand.“ 
The preſent moment claims more gen'rous uſe; 
Thy beauty, night, and ſolitude, reproach me, 
For 1 talkꝰd thus long come let me preſs thee, 
[Laying bold of ber. 
Pant on thy Ry ag Coll into thy arms, 
And loſe myſelf i in the luxurious flood. 
J. Shore. © Never! by thoſe chaſte a above, | 
OS fem. 
« My ſoul ſhall never know pollution more % 
Forbear, my lord —bere let me rather die: 
« Let 1 deſtruction overtake me here, 
And end my ſorrows and my ſhame for ever. 
Haft. Away with this perverſeneſs—'tis too much, 
Nay, if you ſtrive— tis monſtrous affectation l. 
[Striving. 
J. G. Retire Wo beg you leave r me— | 
Halt. Thus to coy it! 
With one who knows you too. 
J. S5. For merey's ſake | 
Hoſt. Ungrateful woman 151 it thus you far 
My ſervices ? 
J. Sh. Abandon me to ruin | 
Rather than urge me . 
Haſt. This way to met chamber; ; [ Pulling her. 
There if you ſtruggle | 


. 
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F. S5. Help, oh, gracious Heaven! : 25 
Help! Save me ! e, ee, [Exits 


7 - > 


Enter Dvumovr, he interpoſes "I 


FIG My lord! for honour's ſake—— 
Hafi. Hah ! What art thou ?—Begone? 
Dum. My duty calls me 
To my attendance on my miſtreſs here. 
% 7. Sh. For pity, let me go” 
Haft. Avaunt ! baſe groom 
At diſtance wait, and know thy office better. 
Dum. Forgo your hold, my lords!“ tis n 
unmanly | 
This violence | 
Haft. Avoid the room this moment, 
“ Or I will tread thy ſoul out.” 
Dum. No, my lord! 
The common ties of manhood call me now, 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the defence 
Of an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs woman. 
Haft. And doſt thou know me, ſlave ? * 
Dum. Ves, thou proud lord ! 
F know thee well; know thee with each advantage 
Which wealth, or power, or noble oats: can give 
; "- thee. | 
L know thee, too, for one who Rains thoſe honours, 
And blots a long illuſtrious line of anceſtry, | 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a woman. 
Haft. Tis wond'rous well! I 105 my ſaint· like 
| dame, 


% 


\ 
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You ſtand provided of your braves and ruffians, 

To man your cauſe, and bluſter in your brothel. 

Dum. Take back the foul reproach, unmanner'd 
raailer! 5 

Nor urge my rage too far, leſt chou mould'ſt * 

T have as daring ſpirits in my blood LA 
As thou or any of thy race &'er boaſted ; | | 
And tho? no gaudy titles grac'd my birth, 

0 « Titles, the ſervile courtier's lean reward, 

© Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft 
« The hire which greatneſs gives to ſlaves and ſyco- 
phants,” ? | 
Yet Heay'n that made me ned made me more 
| Than ever king did, when he made a lord. 
Haft. Inſolent villain ! henceforth let this teach 
V I Ora and firikes Bim. 
The diſtance twixt a peaſant and a prince. 
Dum. Nay, then, my lord, [drawing] learn you | 
Cr by this, how well 
| An armreſoly'd can * its maſter's lifſe. 
. [They fight. 
% 7. &. Oh my ditraQing fears i hold, for ſweet 
R 
[They fight, Dumont forms Lord Haſtings. 
Haft. Confuſion ! baffled by a baſe-born hind'! 
Dum. Now, haughty fir, where is our difference 
dow? ü 

N Vour life is in my hand, and did not honour, 

The gentleneſs of blood, and inborn virtue 

' (Howe'er unworthy I may ſeem to you) $3 
| Plead in my boſom, I ſhould take the forfeit. 


' 
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But wear your ſword again; and kaow; a lord 
Oppos'd againſt a man, is but a man. 
Haſft. Curſe on my failing arm! Tour better for- 
tune 
Has given you vantage o'er me; but perhaps 


| Your ORE may be bought with dear repentance. 
n | [ Exit — 


% 


Enter Jau SHORE. 


J. K. Alas! what haye mes ? Know ye the- 
pow'r, | | 
The mightineſs, that waits RES this lord ? 
Dum. Fear not, my WE miſtreſs; tis a: 
cauſe 
In which Heaven's guards ſhall-wait you. 0 Ne 
Purſue the ſacred counſels of your ſoul, 


Which urge you on to virtue; let not danger, 


Nor the incumb' ring world, make faint your purpoſe. 
Aſſiſting angels ſhall conduct your ſteps, | 
Bring you to bliſs, and crown your days with peace. 

J. $h, Oh, that my head were laid, my fad eyes 

clos'd, 
And my cold corſe wound in my vent toreſt'! 
My painful heart will never ceaſe to beat, 
Will never know a moment's peace till then. 

Dum. Would you be happy, leave this · fatal place z: 
Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood; 
Where innocence is ſham'd, . and bluſhing modeſty 
Is made the ſcorner's jeſt; where hate, deceit, 
And deadly ruin, wear the maſques of beauty, 
And draw delided fools with ſhews of pleaſure. . 


C SHORE. a I. 
fe S. Where ſhould I 55 thus helpleſs and for- 
lorzn, ; 
Of frie ds, and all the means of life bereft? 
Dum. — whoſe W care ſtill wakes to 


Has found you out a little td refuge, - 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 
Within an ancient foreſts ample verge, 
There ſtands a lonely but a healthful =" 
Built for convenience and the uſe of life: 
Around it fallows, meads, and paſtures fair, 
A little garden, and a limpid brook, 
By nature's own contrivance ſcem*d-difpos'd ; 
No neighbours, but a few poor ſimple clowns, 
Honeſt and true, with a well-meaning prieft : | 


No faction, or domeſtic fury's rage, 


Did e'er diſturb the quiet of that place, 
When the contending nobles ſhook the land 

With York and Lapcaſter's diſputed ſway. 

Your virtue there may find a ſafe retreat 
From the inſulting pow'rs of wicked greatneſs. C 

FJ. Sb. Can there be ſo much happineſs in ſtore ! 
A cell like that is all my hopes aſpire to. 

Haſte, then, and thither let us take our flight, 
E'er the clouds gather, and the wint'ry ſky » 
Deſcends in ſtorms to intercept our paſſage. 

Dum. Will you then go ! You glad my very ſoul. 
Baniſh your fears, caſt all your cares on me 
Plenty and eaſe, and peace of mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moſt happy. 

Oh, lady! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, . 
How anxious I haye been for all your dungen, 
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And how my heart rejoices at your ſafety. 
So when the ſpring renews the flow'ry field, 
And warns the pregnant nightingale to builds | 
She ſeeks the ſafeſt ſhelter of the wood, 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful brood ; 
Where no rude ſwains her ſhady cell may know, 
Nor ſerpents climb, nor blaſting winds may blow; 
Fond of the choſen place, ſhe views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro” the grove no more; 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning night, 
And loves it with a mother's dear delight. [ Exeunt. 


ACT II. SCENT I. 


The Court, Enter Axicia, with a Paper. 


Alicia. ; 

Tuis paper to the great protector's hand. 
With care and ſecrecy, muſt be convey'd ; 

His bold ambition now avows its aim, 

To pluck the crown from Edward's infant brow,  : 

And fix it on his own. I know he holds 

My faithleſs Haſtings adverſe to his hopes, 

And much devoted to the orphan king ; 

On that I build: this paper meets his doubts, 

And marks my hated rival as the cauſe 


Of Haſtings zeal for his dead maſter's ſons. 
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Oh, jealouſy ! thou bane of pleaſing friendſhip, 
6 Thou worſt invader. of our tender boſoms,” 
How does thy rancour poiſon all our ſoftneſs, 
And turn our gentle natures into bitterneſs ? 
| See where ſhe. comes! en, na deareſt bleſs-. 
ing, 

Now my chang'd eyes are blaſted with her beauty, 
Loath that known face, and bicken to behold her. 


Enter Jann, 8 


. $5, Now whither ſhall I fly to find relief? 
d What charitable hand will aid me now ? 
« Will ſtay my falling ſteps, ſupport my ruins, 
« And heal my wounded mind with, —_— com- 
fort? _ | 
Oh, my Alicia! 
Alic. What new grief is this ? 
What unforeſeen misfortune has. aue thee,, 
That racks thy tender heart thus? 
J. Sb. Oh, Dumont! 
Alic. Say what of him? 5 
6 Whom "SER rs of late to my a n 
On whoſe kind care, whoſe diligence and faith, 
My ſureſt truſt was built, this very morn 
Was ſeiz d on by the cruel hand of power, 
Foes from my houſe, and born away to priſon. 
Al. To priſon, ſaid you! Can 175 gueſs the 
„ 
J. S. Too wall I fear. His bold defence of 


| Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 


SIS. 
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Alic. Lord Haſtings! Ha 
FJ. $h. Some fitter time muſt tell thee | 
The tale of my hard hap. Upon the preſent 
Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining hopes. 
Within this paper is my ſuit contain'd ; - 
Here as the princely Gloſter paſſes forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees, 
And move him for redreſs. : 
[She gives the paper to Alicia, 0 opens 
and ſeems to read it. 
Alic. [ Ahde. ] Now for a wit, — 
To ſting my thoughtleſs rival to the heart; 
To blaſt her fatal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjur' d Haſtings eyes : + 
«© The wanderer may then look back to me, 
« And turn to his forſaken home again; 
Their faſhions are © the ſame, it cannot fall. 
[ Pulling out the other paper. 
FJ. $h. But ſee the great protector comes this way, 
« Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 
Give me the paper, friend. 
15 Ale. [Afde.] For love and vengeance ! 
[ She gives her the other paper. 


Enter the Dube of Gros rx, Sir Richaxp . 
 CLIFFE, CarEesBr, Courtiers, and other attendants. 


J. Sh. [ Kneeling. ] Oh, noble Gloſter, turn thy 
| | gracious eye, 

Incline thy pitying ear to my complaint, 

A poor, undone, forſaken, helpleſs woman, 
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Intreats a little bread for charity, 
To feed her wants, and ſave her life from les 
Sigl. Ariſe, fair dame, and dry your wat'ry eyes. 
[ Receiving the paper, and rai Ying b. ber. 
Beſhrew me, but *twere pity of his heart: 


That could refuſe a boon to ſuch a ſuitreſs. 


Y*have got a noble friend to be your advocate; 

A worthy and right gentle lord he is, 2 

And to his truſt moſt true. This preſent . 

Some matters of the ſtate detain our leiſure; 

Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we Il call for you anon, 

And give your griefs redreſs; Go to! be comfort- 

ed. 
. Sh. Good Heav'ns repay your highneſs fo for this: 
pity, 

And ſhow'r down bleſſings on your princely head. 

Come, my Alicia, reach thy friendly arm, 

And help me to ſupport this feeble frame, 

That nodding totters with oppreſſive woe, 

And ſinks beneath its load. [ Exeunt J. Sh. and Alic: 

. Gloft. Now by my holidame ! 

Heavy of heart ſhe ſeems, and ſore afflicted: 

But thus it is when rude calamity 

Lays its ſtrong gripe upon theſe mincing minions ; 

The dainty gew-gaw forms diſſolve at once, 

And ver at the ſhock. What fays her paper ? 

| [ Seeming to read. 
Ha! what is this? Come nearer, Ratcliffe! Cateſ- 

by! | 

Mark the contents, and then 4 the meaning. 

[Ae readt. 


** 


Wander not, princely Gloſter, at the notice 


j 
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This paper brings you from a ſriend unknown 5 
Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you-mafter, | = 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's ling ; 8 
But Shore's bewitching wife miſleads his "A | 
And draws his ſervice, to King Edward's fons s © 
Drive her away, you break the charm that holds him, 
And he, and all his Abe attend Hou. | 

Rat. *Tis wonderful! AW? 

Cat. The means by which i it . 
Vet ſtranger too 

Gloft. You ſaw it given, but now. 

| Rat. She could not know the 4 75 

12 No, tis plain 
She knows it not, it levels at her lte; | * 
| Should ſue preſume to prate of ſuch high matters, 

The meddling harlot, dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 
Cat. What hand ſoeꝰ er it comes my be aſſur d, 
It means your highneſs well 
G19. Upon the inſtant, 
Lord Haſtings will be here; this morn I mean 
To prove him to the quick; then if he flinch, 
No more but this—away with him at once, 
He muſt be mine or nothing But he comes ! 
| Draw nearer this way, and n me well. 


3 Lord Hasrixds. | 


Haft. This fooliſh woman bangs about my heaki; 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy till; —_ 
This coyneſs is put on, tis art and cunning, 
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And worn to urge deſire 1 muſt poſſeſs her. 
_ "The groom, who lift his. ſaucy hand againſt me, 
 E'er this, 5 humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit by th' example, | 
And teach her beauty not to ſcorn. my pow r. 
Su. This do, and wait me e'er the council ſits. 
\ [Exeunt Rat. and Cat. 
My lord, y are well encountred : here has been. 
A fair petitioner this morning with us; 
Believe me, ſhe has won me much to pity her: 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adverſity. I told her 
How worthily her cauſe-you had befriended; 
How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
That you had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be well... 
Haft. Your highneſs binds me ever to your ſervice. 
Cui. You know your friendſhip .is moſt * 
with 118, | 
And ſhares our power: But of this enough, 
For we have other matters for your ear; 
The fate is out of tune; diſtracting feats, 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public counſels; 
Amidſt the wealthy city, murmurs riſe, 
Lewd railings, and reproach on thoſe that rule, 
With open ſcorn of government; hence credit, 
And public truſt ' twixt man and man, are broke. 
The golden ſtreams of commerce are with-held, 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds; and artizans, 
Who therefore curſe the great, and threat rebellion.. 
Haft. The reſty knaves are over - run with eaſe, 
As plenty ever is the nurſe of faction; 8 
If in good days, like theſe, the headſtrong herd: 


* 


2 
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Grow madly wanton, and repine ; it is 


Becauſe the reins of power are held too ſlack, 


And reverend authority of late 
Has worn a face of mercy more than juſtice. 
Ghft, Beſhrew my heart! but you have well di- 
vin'd 
The ſource of theſe diſorders. Who can wonder 
If riot and miſrule o erturn the realm, 


When the crowa fits upon a baby brow ? 


Plainly to ſpeak ; hence comes the gen'ral ery, 

And ſum of all complaint: *twill ne'er be well 

With England (thus they talk) white children go- 
vern. 

Hab. 'Tis true, the nb but what of 

that ? 

We feel no want of Edward s riper years, 

While Gloſter's valour and moſt princely wiſdom 

So well ſupply our infant ſov'reign's place, 

His youth's ſupport, and guardian to his throne. 


 Gleft, The council (much I'm bound to thank em + 


for't) 

Have plac'd a pageant ſceptre in my hand, 
Barren of power, and ſubje& to control: 
Scorn'd by my foes, and uſeleſs to my friends, 
Oh, worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I ſhould not ſuffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the common-weal; 
Nor would the realm be rent by diſcord thus, 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt diſputed titles. 

Haft. Of this 1 am to learn; as not TTY 
A doubt like this 


” A 
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Gh. Ay, marry, but there is 
And that of much concern. Have you not heard 
How, on a late occaſion, Doctor Shaw 


. Has mov'd the people much about the lawfulneſs. 


Of Edward's iſſue? By right grave authority 

Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 

A baſtard ſcion never ſhould be grafted 

Upon a royal ſtock ; from thence, at full 

Diſcourſing on my brother's former contract 

To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 

His jolly match with that ſame buxom widow 

'Fhe queen he left behind him- 
Haft. Ill befall 

Such meddling prieſts, who kindle up confuſ ion, 

And vex the quiet world with their vain ſcruples ? 

Buy Heav'n tis done in perfect ſpite to P 

Did not the king, 

Our royal maſter, Edward, in coneurrence 

With his eſtates aſſembled, well determine 


What courſe the ſov'reign rule ſhould take hence for- 


ward ? * 
When ſhall the deadly hate of faction a. 
When ſhall our long - divided land have reſt, 


If every peeviſh, moody malecontent 


Shall ſet the ſenſcleſs rabble in an uproar, : 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brain, 
Each day with ſome fantaſtic giddy change? 

Gloſt. What if ſome patriot, for the public good, 
Should vary from your ſcheme, new-mould the ftate ? 
Haſt. Curſe on the innovating hand attempts it! 

Remember him, the villain, righteous. Heaven, 
In thy great day of vengeance! Blaſt the traitar 


— 


— 
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And his nen counſels; who for wealth, 
For pow'r, the pride of greatneſs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars! 
Gast. You go too far, my lord. 
Haſt. Your highneſs' pardon — 
Have ve ſo ſoon forgot thoſe days of ruin, 
When York and Lancaſter drew forth the battles 3 , | 
When, like a matron butcher'd by her ſons, 
And caſt beſide ſome common way, a ſpectacle 


Of horror and affright to paſſers by, 35 


Our groaning country bled at ev'ry vein; 
When murders, rapes, and maſſacres prevail'd; 


When churches, palaces, and cities blaz d: 


When inſolence and barbariſm triumph'd, 
And ſwept away diſtinction; peaſants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles; low were laid | 


The reverend croſier, and the holy mitre, 


And deſolation cover'd all the land; | 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to ſheath a dagper in his heart 


Whoſe damn*d ambition would renew thoſe borrors, | 
And ſet once more that ſcene of blood before us ? 


Glo. How now! ſo hot! 
Haſt. So brave, and fo reſolv'd. 
619. Is then our friendſhip of ſo little moment, 
'That you could arm your hand againft my life ? 
Haſt. J hope your highneſs does not think I mean 
"Re" 
No, Heav'n forefend that eber your princely "ke 
Should come within the ſcope of my reſentment. 
Ig. Oh, noble Haſtings ! Nay, I muſt embrace 
you; [ Embraces him. 
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By holy Paul, y' are a right honeſt man ! | 
The time is fall of danger and diftruft, 

And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 

Too apt for jealouſy and light ſurmile, 

If when I meant to lodge you next my heart, 

I put your truth to trial, Keep your loyalty, 

And live, your king and country's beſt * $ 

For me, I aſk no more than honour gives, 
To think me yours, and rank me with your friends, 

« Haff. Accept what thanks A grateful heart ſhould 
Pays 

Oh, princely Gloſter ! vage me not . 

« Of manners rude, and inſolent of ſpeech, 

« Tf, when the public ſafety is in queſtion, 

« My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. 

« Glgſt. Enough of this: to deal Me come 
pliment 

« Ts much againſt the plainneſs of my nature 2 

*I judge you by myſelf, a clear true ſpirit, 

ce And, as ſuch, once more join you to my boſom, 
« Farewell, and be my friend.” — Gloſt. 
Haft. J am not read, ä 

Nor ſtcill'd and practis d i in the arts of greatneſs, 

To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to paſſion, 
The duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
 Ev'n on the tend'reſt point; the maſter- ſtring 
That makes moſt harmony or diſcord to me. 

I own the glorious ſubje& fires my breaſt, 
And my ſoul's darling paſſion ſtands confeſs'd 
Beyond or love's or friendſhip's facred band, 
Beyond myſelf, I prize my native land: | 

On this foundation would I build my fame, 

And emulate the Greek and Roman name; 
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Think England's peace bought. cheaply with Fe 
blood, 
And die with pleaſure for! my country's good. [ Exit. 


ACT IF. SCENE I. 


Continues. Enter Duke of GLosTes, RATCLIFFE, 
and CATESBY. 


Gliftr. 

Fuis was the ſum of all: that he woald brook 
No alteration in the preſent ſtate. 
Marry, at laſt, the teſty gentleman 
Was almoſt mov'd to bid us bold defiance 

But there I dropt the argument, and changing 
The firſt deſign and purport of my ſpeech, 

I prais'd his good affection to young Edward, 

And left him to believe my thoughts like his, 
Proceed we then in this foremention'd matter, 

As nothing bound or truſting to his friendſhip. 

Rat. III does it thus befall. I could have wiſh'd 
This lord had ſtood with ns. © His friends are 
wealthy; 

cc Thereto, his own poſſeſſions large 610 mighty; 
c The vaſſals and dependants on his power 
* Firm in adherence, ready, bold, and many; 


# 


G 
Z 
| 


216 JANE SHORF, Aer. 
His name had been of vantage to your highneſs, 

And ſtood our preſent purpoſe much in ſtead. 
Cl. This wayward and perverſe declining from 
„ͤ -» | s | 

Has warranted at full the friendly notice, 


Which we this morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 


This puling, whining harlot rules his reaſon, 
And prompts his zeal for Edward's baſtard brood. 
Cat. If ſhe had ſuch dominion o'er his heart, 
And turn it at her will, you rule her fate ; 
And ſhould, by inference and apt deduction, 
Be arbiter of his. Is not her bread, 
The very means immediate to her being, 
The bounty of your hand? Why does ſhe live, 
If not to yield obedience to your pleaſure, 
To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command ? 
Rat. Let her inftru&t her tongue to bear your meſ- 


ſage; ; 


Teach every grace to fronts 18 your behalf, 


And her deluded eyes to gloat for you; 

His ductile reaſon will be EY about, 

Be led and turn'd again, fay and unſay, 

Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience. 

Glofi. Your counſel wkes me well, it ſhall be fol- 
low'd. | 

She waits without, attending on 8 ſuit, 

Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. 


Eseunt Ratcliffe and Cateſby 


How poor a thing is he, how worthy ſcorn, 


Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 
To ſuch a paltry piece of ſtuff as this is ! 


A moppet made of prettineſs and pride; 


/ 
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That oſtener does her giddy fancies change, 
Than glittering dew- drops in the ſun do colours 
Now, ſhame upon it! was our reaſon given 
For ſuch a uſe ! . To be thus puff'd about 
« Like a dry leaf, an idle ſtraw, a feather, F 
« The ſport of every whiffling blaſt that blows ? 
% Beſhrew my heart, but it is wond”rous ftrange z”? 
Sure there is ſomething more than witchcraft in them, 
That maſters ev*n the wifeſt of us all. 


Enter JANE SHORE. 


| Oh! you are come moſt fitly. We have ponder'd 
On this your grievance: and tho? ſome there are, p 
Nay, and thoſe great ones too, who wou'd enforce 
The rigour of our power to afflict you, 
And bear a heavy hand; yet fear not you: 
We've ta'en you to our favour; our protection 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from miſhap, = 
J. $h. The bleſſings of a heart with anguiſh bro» 

ken, | | I 
And reſcu'd from deſpair, attend your highneſs. 
Alas! my gracious lord, what have I done 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs wrath againft me? 
&* Tf in the days of all my paſt offences, 
& When moſt my heart was lifted with delight, 
« Tf I withheld my morſel from the hungry, 
& Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's cry; 
& If I have known a good I have not ſhar'd, 
Nor call'd the poor to take his portion with me, 
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<c Let my worſt enemies ſtand forth, and now 

Deny the ſuccour, which I gave not then.?“ 
Gleſt. Marry there are, the? I believe them not, 

Who ſay you meddle in affairs of ſtate : 

That you preſume to prattle, like a buſy- body, 


_-Give your advice, and teach the lords o” th? council 


What fits the order of the common-weal. 

J. Sh. Oh, that the buſy world, atleaſt in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me ! 
None then would waſte their hours in foreign 

thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their peace, 
To tread:the.mazes of fantaſtic falſhood. 
To haunt their idle ſounds and flying tales, 
„ 'Thro' all the giddy, noiſy courts of rumour z 
<< Malicious ſlander never would have leiſure”? 
To ſearch with prying eyes, for faults abroad, 
Tf all, like me, conſider'd their own hearts, 
And wept the ſorrows which they found at home. 
lt. Go to! I know your pow'r.; and tho? I truſt 
not 
To ev'ry breath of fame, I'm not to learn 
That Haſtings is profeſs'd your loving vaſſal. 
But fair befall your beauty: uſe it wiſely, 
And it may ſtand your fortunes much in ſtead, 
Give back your forfeit land with large increaſe, - 
And place you high in ſafety and in honour. | 
Nay, I could point a'way, the which purſuing, 
You ſhall not only bring yourſelf advantage, 
But give the realm much worthy cauſe to thank you. 
F. $k. Oh! where or how—Can my 1 
hand 


"a 
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Become an inſtrument of good to any? 
Inſtruct your lowly flave, and let me fly 
To yield obedience to your dread command. 
Glojt. Why, that's well faid—Thus then—Ob- 
5 ſerve me well, 
The ſtate, for many high and "bi reaſons, 

Deeming my brother Edward's ſons unfit 
For the imperial weight of.England's.crown— 

FJ. $h. Alas! for pity. 5 

Gloft. Therefore have refolv'd 
To ſet aſide their unavailing infancy, 
And veſt the ſov'reign rule in abler hands. 
This, tho? of great importance to the public, 
Haſtings, for very peeviſhneſs and ſpleen, 
Does ſtubbornly oppoſe. 

F. $h. Does he? Does Haſtings ? 

G19. Ay, Haſtings. 

FJ. 6h. Reward him for the noble deed, jule 

Heav'ns: 
For this one action, guard him and diſtinguiſh TR 
With ſignal mercies, and with great deliverance, 
Save him from wrong, adverſity, and ſhame. 
Let never-fading honours flouriſh round him, 
And conſecrate his name, ev'n to«time's end: 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on earth, 
And everlaſting bleſſedneſs hereafter.“ 

Glaſt. How now! 

J. $h. The poor, forſaken, BED: little ones 1. 
Shall they be left a prey to ſavage power? 
Can they lift up their, harmleſs-hands in vain, 
Or cry to Heaven for help, and not be heard ? 
Ampoſſible! Oh, * generous Haſtings, 

8 2 


=: JANE SHORE. Ac IV. 
Vo on, purſue! aſſert the ſacred cauſe: 

Stand forth, thou proxy of all- ruling Providence, 
And ſave the friendleſs infants from oppreſſion. f 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing prayers, 

And warring angels combat on thy ſide. | 

6.1. You're paſſing rich in this ſame heav'nly 
125 ſpeech, 

And ſpend it at your pleaſure. Nay, but n me! 
My favour is not bought with words like theſe. 

Go to—you'll teach your tongue another tale. 
FJ. Sb. No, tho? the royal Edward has undone 
Flt : W 
He was my king, my gracious maſter ſtill; 
He lov'd me too, tho? ' twas a guilty flame, 
4 And fatal to my peace, yet ſtill he lov'd me; 
« With fondneſs, and with tenderneſs he doated, 
4 Dyelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my ſmiles :” 
And can I—O my heart-abhors the thought 
Stand by, and ſee his children robb'd of right? 
Glt. Dare not, ev'n for thy ſoul, to thwart me 
further! 
None of your arts, your feigning and your Lale 
Vour dainty ſqueamiſh coying it to me; | | 
:Go—to your lord, your paramour, begone! 
Liſp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck, 
And play your monkey gambols o'er to him. 
You know my purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 
And make him yield obedience to my will. 
Do it—or woe upon thy harlot's head. 
J. S. Oh, that my tongue had ev'ry grace of 
ſpeech, 6 
Great and commanding as the breath of kings, 


[of 
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Sweet as the poet's numbers, as 2 
As ſoft perſuaſion to a love - ſick maid ;?? 
That I had art and eloquence divine, | 
To pay my duty to my maſter's aſhes, © 
And plead, till death, the cauſe of injur'd i innocence.. 
Glo. Ha! Doſt thou brave me, minion ! Doſt 
thou know ' et 
How vile, how very a wretch, my _ r can bann 
thee ? 
„That I can let looſe fear, diftreſs, and gude 
To hunt thy heels, like e e thro? the: 
world ;”? 5 
That I can place thee in uch abject ſtate, 
As help ſhall never find thee ; where, repining, 
Thou ſhalt fit down and gnaw the earth for anguiſh ; : 
Groan to the pitileſs winds without return; 
Howl like the midnight wolf amidft the deſart, 

And curſe thy life, in bitterneſs and miſer ? 
F. Sh. Let me be branded for the public ſcorn, 
Turn'd forth and driven to wander like a vagabond,. 
Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my bread | 

Upon the barren wild, and deſolate waſte, 
Feed on my ſighs, and drink my falling tears, 
E'er I conſent to teach my lips injuſtice, 
Or wrong the orphan who has none to fave him. 
Gigi. Tis well—we'll try the temper of your 
heart, 
What hoa! who waits without 2 


Enter RATCLIFFE,. CaTEsBY, and Attendants«. 


Kat. Your highneſsꝰ pleaſure 


777 . . St — 
- 
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lg. Go, bone of you, and turn this en 
forth 8 . | 
Spurn her into the 3 n let Han MAP 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro' the city 


See it proclaim'd, that none, on pain of death, 
2 Preſume to give her comfort, food, or harbour; 3 


Who miniſters the ſmalleſt comfort, dies. 


| Her houſe, her coſtly furniture and wealth, 
The purchaſe of her looſe luxurious life,” 


We. ſeize on, for the profit of the ſee . 


Away! Be gone! 


J. $h. Oh, thou moſt righteous ee 


HFHumbly behold, I bow myſelf to thee, 


And own thy juſtice in this hard decree : | | 
No. longer, then, my ripe offences ſpare, / bh 4-20] 
But what 1 merit, let me learn to bear. 


Vet ſince tis all my wretchedneſs can gives o 
For my paſt crimes my: forfeit life receive ; 


No pity for my ſufferings here | crave, , 
And only hope forgiveneſs in the grave. 
[Exit J. Shore, guarded by Cateſby and . 
Sul. So much for this. Vour projects at an end. 
| [ To Rat. 
This idle toy, this kildiag "a my power, 
And ſets us allat naught. See that a guard. 
Be ready at my call. — i 
Nat. The council waits : 
Upon your highneſs? leiſure, - 
61g. Bid them enter. 
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Enter the Duke of Bucxincnam, Earl of DERBY, 
Biſhop of Euy, Lord\HasTinGs, and others as 10 
the council, The Duke of GL OSTER takes his place 

at the _ md, then the reſt 2 : 


Derb. In Happy times we are aſſembled here, 
To point the day, and fix the ſolemn pomp, 
For placing England's crown, with all due rites, 
Upon our ſov'reign Edward's brave brow. 
Hat. Some buſy meddling knaves, tis ſaid, there 
are, 
As ſuch will ſtill be prating, who * 
To carp and cavil at his royal right; 
Therefore, I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt, 
T' appoint the order of the coronation ! 
So to approve our duty to the king, 
And ſtay the babbling of ſuch vain gainſayers. 
Derb. We all attend to know your highneſs' plea-- 
ſure. | [To Gloſter. 
Glee. My lords, a ſet of worthy men you are, 
Prudent and juſt, and careful for the ſtate; 
Therefore, to your moſt grave determination. 
I yield myſelf in all things ; and demand 
What puniſhment your wiſdom ſhall think meet. 
' inflict upon thoſe damnable contrivers, 
Who ſhall with potions, cy and wicking: 
drugs, 
Practice againſt our perſon * our life? 
Hast. So much 1 hold the king your highneſs? 
debtor, 


* 
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So precious are you to the common-weal, 
That I preſume, not only for myſelf, _ 
But in behalf of theſe my noble brothers, 
To fay, whoe'er they be, they merit death. 
lg. Then judge yourſelyes, convince pour eyes 
of truth: 
Behold my arm, thus blaſted, dry, and wither'd, 
Pulling up his ſler ves. 
Shrunk like a foul abortion, and decay d, 
Like ſome untimely product of the ſeaſons. 
Robb'd of its properties of ſtrength and office. 
This is the ſorcery of Edward's wife, 


Who, in conjunction with that harlot Shore, 


And other like confed*rate midnight hags, 
By force of potent ſpells, of bloody characters, 
And conjurations horrible to hear, '- 
| Call fiends and ſpectres from the yawning deep, 
And ſet the minifters of hell at work, 
J 0o torture and deſpoil me of my life. 
Haft. If they have done this deed— 
Git. If they baye done it! | 
Talk'ft thou to me of If's, audacious traitor } 
Thou art that ſtrumpet witch's chief abettor, 
The patron and complotter of her miſchiefs, 
And join'd in this contrivance for my death. 


Nay ftart not, lords — What ho! a 1 there, 


Sirs! 1 
Enter Guards. 


Lord Haſtings, I arreſt thee of ok * 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away. 


— uw 98 Pr Y hs 
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He ſha? not live an hour. © By holy Paul, | 
J will not dine before his head be brought me. 
Ratcliffe, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done: 
The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. 
[Exeunt GLosTER, and the Lords following... 


Manent Lord HasTinGs, RaTCLires, and Guard. 


Haſt. What! and no more but this— How ! to the 
ſcaffold: | 

Oh, gentle Ratcliffe ! tell me, do I hold thee ? ? 

Or if I dream, what ſhall I do to wake, 

To break, to ſtruggle thro? this dread confuſion ?* 

For ſurely death itſelf is not ſo painful 

As is this ſudden horror and ſurpriſe. 

Rat. You heard, the duke's dr ac to me were 

abſolute. 

Therefore, my lord, addreſs you to your Quik, 

With all good ſpeed yo ny: Summon your cou- 
rage, | 

And be yourſelf ; for you muſt die this inſtant. 

Haſl. Yes, Ratcliffe, I will take thy friendly 

counſel | 

And die as a man ſhould ; -tis anden hard, 

To call my ſcatter'd ſpirits home at once: 

But ſince what muſt be, muſt be let Werts 

Supply the place of time and preparation, 

And arm me for the blow. Tis but to die, 

Tis but to venture on that common hazard, 

Which many a time in battle I have run; 

5 Tis but to do, what at that very moment, . 

K 3 
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« In many nations of the peopled earth, 1 5 
« A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do w__ me ;” 
*Tis but to cloſe my eyes, and ſhut out day-light, - 

| To view no more the wicked ways of men, 
No longer to behold the tyrant Gloſter, 
And be a weeping witneſs of the woes, 

The deſolation, ſlaughter, and calamities, 
Which he ſhall g on this 8177000 land. 


/ 


Enter Aue. 


Ale. Stand of, and let me let will I muſt 

Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing arms, 

And hold him to my heart—O Haſtings ! Haſtings! 

Ha. Alas! why com'ſt thou at this dreadful mo- 
ment, 

To $11 me with new terrors, new diſtractions; "=p 

N To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd rage, 

And ſhock the peace of my departing ſoul * 5 
Away, I pr'ythee leave me! 

Alic. Stop a minute | 
Till my full griefs find paſſage Ob, Ly tyrant ! 1 
Perdition fall on Gloſter's head and mine. | 

Haſt. What means thy frantic grief? E 
Alic. J cannot ſpeak- | 
But I have murder'd thee— Oh, I nk tell thee ! ! 
Haſt. Speak and give eaſe to thy conflicting we 
8 5 
Be quick, nor keep me ns in ſuſpenſe, 
Time preſſes, and a thouſand crowding thoughts 
Break in at once I this way and that they ſnatch, 


\ 
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They tear my hurry d ſoul: All claim attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Oh! ſpeak, and leare 
me, 
For I have buſineſs would RP, an age, 
And but a minute's time to get it done in. 
Allie. That, that's my grief— tis I that urge e. 
on, 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, 8 from earth, 
And drive thee down this precipice of fate. 
Haſt. Thy reaſon is grown wad. Could thy weak 
| hand | 
Bring on this mighty ruin? If it could, 
What have I done ſo grievous to thy ſoul, 
So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of pardon, 
That nothing but my life can make atonement ?* _ 
Alic. Thy cruel ſcorn hath ſtung me to the heart, - 
And ſet my burning boſom all in flames : 
Raving and mad | flew to my revenge, 
And writ I know not what—told the protector, 
That Shore's deteſted wife, by wiles, had won thee 
To plot againſt his greatneſs He believ d it, 
(Oh, dire event of my pernicious counſel !) 
And, while I meant deſtruction on her head, 
H' has turn'd it all on thine. 
« fHaſt. Accurſed jealouly ! 
& Oh, mercileſs, wild, and unforgiving fend ! 1 
6. Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſnd miſchief, 
e And murders all it meets. Curſt be its rage, 
&« For there is none ſo deadly; doubly curs d 
« Be all thoſe eaſy fools who give it harbour; 
&© Who turn a monſter looſe among mankind, 
„ Fiercer than famine, war, or ſpotted peſtilence; 
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«© Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. 
„ Alic. If thou wilt n. curſe rather thine own 
falſhood ; 
c“ Curſe the lewd maxims of thy perjur d ſex, 
00 Which taught thee firſt to laugh at faith and * 
tice 
N en the ſolemn canary of hs, ; 
«© And make a jeſt of a poor woman's ruin: 
&« Curſe thy proud heart, and thy inſulting tongue, 
& That rais d this fatal fury in my ſoul, 7 
And urg d my vengeance to undo us both.“ 
Haft. Oh, thou inhuman ! Turn thy eyes wm | 
And blaſt me not with their deſtructive beams: 
Why ſhould 1 curſe thee with my dying breath 7” ? 
Begone ! and let me die in peace. | 
Alic. Can'ſt thou—Oh, cruel Haſtings, lerne me 
| thus ! | 
Hear me, 1 beg thee—T conjure thee, hear me! 
While with an agonizing heart, I ſwear, * 
By all the pangs I feel, by all the ſorrows, 
The terrors and deſpair thy loſs ſhall give me, 
My hate was on my rival bent alone. 
Oh! had J once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 
A danger to thy life, I would have dy'd, 
I would have met it for thee, and made bare 
My ready faithful breaſt to fave thee from it. 
Haft. Now mark! and tremble at Heaven's | Juſt 
award : 
While thy infatiate . fell revenge, 
Purſu'd the innocence which never wrong'd thee, 
Behold, the miſchief falls on thee and me : | 
Remorſe and heavineſs of heart ſhall wait thee, 


— 


A'er IV. 8 JANE SHORE. | — 
And everlaſting anguiſh be thy portion: 
For me, the ſnares of death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor moment, I am gone. 

Oh! if thou haſt one tender thought remaining, 
Fly to thy cloſet, fall upon thy knees, 

And recommend my parting ſoul to mercy, 

Alic. Oh ! yet before I go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in gentleneſs and pity to me, [ Kneeling, 
And, in compaſſion of my ſtrong affliction, | 
Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 
The fatal raſhneſs of ungovern'd love ? 

For, 'oh ! 'tis certain, if IT had not lov'd thee 
Beyond my peace, my reaſon, fame, and life, 
&« Defir'd to death, and doated to deſtraction, 
This day of horror never ſhould have known us. 
_ Hafl. Oh, rife, and let me huſh thy ſtormy ſor- 
rows. [ Raifing her. 
Aſluage thy tears, for I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair one. 
I ſee the hand of Heav'n is arm'd againſt me; 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees 
To puniſh me by thy miſtaken hand. 
Moſt righteous doom ! for, Oh, while I behold 
bee, 
Thy wrongs riſe up in terrible array, LM 
And charge thy ruin on me; thy fair fame, 
Thy ſpotleſs beauty, innocence, and youth, 
Diſhonour'd, blaſted, and betray'd by me. 

Alic. And does thy heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh, that inhuman Gloſter could be mov'd. 
But half ſo eaſily as I can pardon! 


* 
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Haft. Here then exchange we mutually ow” 
neſs: 
So may the guilt of all my ES cha vows, . " 


My perjuries to thee, be all forgotten, 
As here my ſoul acquits thee of my death, 

As here I part without one angry thought, . 
As here I leave thee with the ſofteſt tenderneſs, 
Mourning the chance of our diſaſtrous loves, 

And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee. 
Rat. My lord, diſpatch ; the duke has ſent. to 
chide me, 
For loitering in my. duty 
Haft. I obey. 
Alic. Inſatiate, ſavage monſter ! Is a moment 

So tedious to thy malice ? Oh, repay him, 

Thou great avenger ! Give him blood for blood: 

Guilt haunt him ! fiends purſue him! lightnings blaſt” 
him! 

« Some horrid, curſed kind of death 0 . him, 

“ Sudden, and in the fulneſs of his ſins!“ 

That he may know how terrible it is, 

To want that moment he denies thee now. 

Hoft. This rage is all in vain, “ that tears thy bo- 

ſom; 

« Like a poor bird that flutters in its cage, 

4 Thou beat'ſt thyſelf to death.” Retire, I beg 
thee; 

To ſee thee thus, thou knowR. not how it wounds 
| M3 | 
Thy agonies are added to my own, 

And make the burthen more than I can bear. 
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Farewell—Good angels viſit thy afflictions, 

And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 
Alic. Oh! ftab me to the heart, ſome pitying 
| hand. 

Now ftrike me dead 
Haft. One thing I had 8 ni 

I charge thee, by our preſent common miſeries ; 

By our paſt loves, if yet they have a name; 

By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter, 

Let not the rancour of thy hate purſue 

"The innocence of thy unhappy friend ; 

Thou know'ſt who tis I mean; Oh! ſhould'ſt thou 

| wrong her, 

Juſt Heav'n ſhall double all thy woes upon thee, 

And make 'em know no end Remember this, 

As the laſt warning of æ dying man. 

Farewell, for ever. [ The guards carry Haſtings of: | 
Alic. For ever ! Oh, for ever! 

Oh, who can bear-to be a wretch for ever ! 

My rival, too! His laſt thoughts hung on her, 

And as he parted, left a bleſſing for her: SP 

Shall ſhe be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever? 

No; ſince her fatal beauty was the cauſe 

Of all my ſuff rings, let her ſhare my pains ; ; 

Let her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn, 

Devote the hour when ſuch a wretch was born ; 

& Like me, to defarts and to darkneſs run, 

% Abhor the day, and curſe the golden ſun ;” 

Caſt ev'ry good, and ev'ry hope behind; 

Deteſt the works of nature, loath mankind : 
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Like 1 me, with cries diſtracted, fill the air, | 


Tear her poor boſom, rend her frantic hair; 
And prove the torments of the laſt deſpair. [ Exit. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


_ 


The Street. Enter BEL Movx and Dumont: 0 
Dumont. 
You FI her, W 
Belm. I met her, as returning, 

In ſolemn penance from the public croſs. 
Before her, certain raſcal officers, 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of juſtice, 
Proclaim'd the tyrant Gloſter's cruel orders. 
4 On either fide her march'd an ill-look'd prieſt. 
6% Who with ſevere, with horrid haggard eyes, 
“ Did, ever and anon, by turns, upbraid her, 
4 And thunder in her trembling ear damnation.“ 
Around her, numberleſs, the rabble flow'd, 
Should'ring each other, crowding for a view, . 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling; 
Some pitying—but thoſe, alas! how few ! 
The moſt, ſuch iron hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe barbarity of human kind, 
With inſolence and lewd reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous hands 
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Gath'ring the filth from out the common ways, 
To hurl upon her head. © 

Dum. Inhuman dogs ! | 
How did ſhe bear it? 4 

Bel. With the gentleſt patience 
Submiſſive, fad, and lowly was her look ; 
A burning taper in her hand ſhe bore, 
And on her ſhoulders careleſsly confus?d, 
With looſe negle&, her lovely treſſes hung; 
Upon her cheek a faintiſh fluſh was ſpread; 
Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with pain. 
While barefoot as ſhe trod the flinty pavement, 
Her footſteps all along were mark*'d with blood. 
Yet, filent ſtill ſhe paſs'd and unrepining 
Her ſtreaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 
Except when in ſome bitter pang of ſorrow, 
To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent zeal to raiſe, 
And beg that mercy man deny'd her here. 

Dum. When was this piteous fight ? 

Bel. Theſe laſt two days. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy means of your deliverance, 
Which but for Haſtings? death I had not gain'd. 
During that time, altho? I have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty meſſengers I've ſent, 
To wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give her ſome relief, but all in vain £ 
A churliſh guard attends upon her ſteps, „ 
Who menace thoſe with death, that bring her com- 

fort, | 

And drive all ſuccour from her. 
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Dum. Let em threaten; . 

Let proud oppreſſion prove its ferceſt 3 5: 

So Heav'n befriend-my ſoul, as here I vow 

To give her help, and ſhare one fortune with her. 
Bel. Mean you to ſee. her, ds in your. own: 


form 2. 
Dum. I do. 


Bel. And have you ae _ the conſe- 


quence? | 
Dum. What is there I ſhould fear? 
Bel. Have you examin'd 
Into your inmoſt heart, and try'd at leiſure 
The ſev'ral ſecret ſprings that move the paſſions? 
Has mercy fix d her empire there ſo ſure, 
That wrath and vengeance never may return? 
Can you reſume a huſband's name, and bid 
That wakeful dragon, ſierce reſentment, Nee 2 


„Dum. Why doſt thou ſearch ſo deep, and urge 1 


my memory, 
« To conjure up my wrongs to life again ?. 
f have long labour?d to forget mylelf, | 
« To, think on all time backward, like a ſpace- 
“ Idle and void, where nothing e'er had being z: 
But thou haſt peopled it again: Revenge 
« And jealouſy renew their horrid forms, 
& Shoot all- their fires, and drive me to diſtraction; 
« Bel. Far be the thought from me] My care was- 
| only 
cc. To arm you for the meeting: bene were ĩt 
« Never to ſee her, than to let that name 
& Recall forgotten rage, and make the huſband. 
* * the gen'rous pity of Dumont.“ 


N = 
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Dum. O thou haſt ſet my buſy brain at work, : 
And now ſhe muſters up a train of images, 
Which, to preſerve my peace, I had caſt aſide, | 
And ſunk in deep oblivion—Oh, that form! 
That angel face on which my dotage hung 
How I have gaz'd upon her, till my foul | 
With very eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And 1flu'd at my eyes - Was there a gem 
Which the ſun ripens in the Indian mine, 
Or the rich boſom of the ocean yields; 
What was there art could make, or wealth could buy, i 
Which I have left unſought to deck her beauty? i 
What could her king do more And yet ſhe fled. | x 
Bel. Away with that fad Ker net 1 i 
Dum. Oh, that day! f \ 
The thought of it muſt live for ever 8 me. 
I met her, Belmour, when the royal ſpoiler 
Bore her in triumph from my widow'd home ! - 
Within his chariot, by his ſide ſhe fat, : 
And liſten'd to his talk with dowaward looks, | 
Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd afide to glance, 
Her eyes encounter'd mine Oh! then my friend! 
Oh! who can paint my grief and her amazement ! 
As at the ſtroke of death, twice turn'd ſhe pale; 
And twice a burning crimſon blufh'd all o'er her; 
Then with a ſhriek, heart-wounding, loud ſhe cry'd, 
While down her cheeks two guſhing torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her hands, which thus ſhe e 
Mov'd at her grief, the tyrant raviſner, 
With courteous action woo'd: her oft to turn; 
Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead, but all in vain; 
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Even to the laſt ſhe bent her fight towards me, 
And follow'd me——till I had loſt myſelf. 


Bel. Alas, for pity ! Oh !' thoſe ſpeaking tears! 


Could they be falſe ? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you? 
For though the king by force poſſeſs'd her perſon, 
Her unconſenting heart dwelt ſtill with you; 
If all her former woes were not enough, 

Look on her now; behold her where ſhe wanders, 
Hunted to death, diſtreſs'd on every ſide, 

With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 

If ever miſery were known like hers ? 


Dum. And can ſhe bear it? ? Can that delicate 


frame 

Endure the beating of a ſtorm ſo rude ? ? 

Can ſhe, for whom the various ſeaſons chang'd 4 
To court her appetite and crown her board, 
For whom the foreign vintages were preſs'd, 

For whom the per ſpread his ſilken "— 
Can ſhe 
Intreat for bread; and want the _ raiment. 
To wrap her ſhiv? ring boſom from the weather ? 
When ſhe was mine, no care caine ever nigh herz 


F thought the gentleſt breeze that wakes the ſpring, 


Too rough to breathe upon her; chearfulneſs 
Danc'd all the day before her, and at night 
Soft ſlumbers waited on her downy pillow— 
Now fad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, 


Where piercing winds blow ſharp, and the chill rain 


Drops from ſome. pent-houſe on her wretched head, 
Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 
It is too much Hence with her paſt offences, 


„5 


$ 
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They are aton'd at full 


Why ſtay we, b 2 
Oh! let us haſte, my friend, and find her out. 

Bel. Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 
T hear the poor abandon'd creature lingers : 
Her guard, tho? ſet with ſtricteſt watch to keep 


All food and friendſhip from her, yet permit her 


To wander in the ſtreets, there chooſe her bed, 
And reſt her head on what cold ſtone ſhe pleaſes. 
Dum. Here let us then divide; each in his round 


To ſearch her ſorrows out; whoſe hap it is 


Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her fainting ſteps, and n meet we here together. 
[ Exeunt. 


Euter e SHORE, her hair hanging looſe on her 2 | 
| ders, and bare-footed. 


5 Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, oh, my 
"or | 
For are not thy tranſgreſſions great and numberlels ? 
Do they not cover thee like riſing floods, 
And preſs thee like a weight of waters down ? 


ert Does not the hand of righteouſneſs afflict thee 2 
% And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 


„To pow'ralmighty, thou haſt done enough; 
Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance ſtay ?”? 
Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 


Shall bring the time of thy appointed reſt, 


And lay thee down in death. The hireling thus 
“With labour drudges out the painful day, 
And often looks with long expecting eyes 


—_— 
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«© To ſee the ſhadows riſe, and be diſmiſs*d.” ? 
And hark, methinks the roar that late purſu'd me, 
Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind, 

And ſoftens into ſilence. Does revenge 

And malice then grow weary, and forſake me? 

My guard, too, that obſerv'd me ſtill fo cloſe, 
Tire in the taſk of their inhuman office, 

And loiter far behind. Alas ! Ifaint, 

My ſpirits fail at once—This is the door 

Of my Alicia Bleſſed opportunity ! 

1'll ſteal a little ſuccour from her goodneſs, 

Now while no eye obſerves me. | 
[ the locke at the door. 


| Enter a We 
Is your MA e | 1 
f My gentle friend, at home! ! On! bring me to ber. 


45 Hold, am whither would you? 
5  [ Pulling her back, 
7 83, Do you not know me? 
Ser. I know you well, and know my orders too 
- You muſt not enter here 1 
. Tell my-Akcu, Eh 
Tis I would ſee her. 
Ser She is ill at eaſe, 
And will admit no vifitor. 
9 SY. But tell her 
Tis 1, her friend, the partner of her hoarty 
| Wait at the door and beg | 


Going in. 
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r. Tis all in vain, — > 
05 Sa and how to thoſe that will-regard you. 
. [ Shuts the door and exit. 
bs 8. Iex was not always'thus ; the time has been, 
When this unfriendly door, that bars my paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its hinges; 
To give me entrace here; * when this good houſe 
„Has pour'd forth all its dwellers to receive me:“ 
When my approaches made a little holiday, 
And every face was drefs'd in ſmiles to meet me: 
But now *tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 
Now curſe me to my face. Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here ? 3892 


[She fits down. at the door, 


Enter Aricia in diſorder, two Servants following. 


Abe. What wretch art . thou, whoſe miſery and 
© . baſeneſs 

Hangs on my door; whoſe hateful whine of: woe * 
Breaks in upon my ens and diſtracs 
My jarring ſenſes, with thy beggar's cry? 
F A very beggar and a wretch, indeed; 

One driven by ſtrong ealamity to ſeek 
For ſuccours here; one periſhing for want, 
Whoſe hunger has not taſted food theſe three days; 
And humbly: aſks, for charity's dear ſake, 
A draught of water and a little bread. 

Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for bread ? 
I know thee not—Go—hunt for it abroad, 
Where wanton hands upon the earth have ſcatter d 
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Or caſt it on the waters Mark the eagle, 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey; 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 
And ſeek thy food with them I know thee not. 
J. Sb. And yet there was a time, when my 
Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt bleſſing, 
And mourn'd the en 55 ſhe paſs d without 
me; 3 
% When pair'd like 1 we were e ſtill together 3 
When often as we prattled arm in arm,” 
Inclining fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, 
She lov'd me more than all the world beſides. 
Alic. Ha! ſay'ſt thou Let me look upon thee 
well— 
Tis true I know thee now—A beter on thee ! 


Thou art that fatal fair, that curſed ſhe, 


That ſet my brain a madding. Thou haſt robb'd me; 


Thou haſt undone me Murder! Oh, my Haſtings ! 
See his pale bloody head ſhoots glaring by me! 
« Give me him back again, thou ſoft deluder, 
66 Thou beauteous witch.“ 
J. SH. Alas ! I never wrong'd you 
6 Oh! then be good to me; have pity on me; 
cc Thou never knew'ſ the bitterneſs of want, 
C And may ſt thou never know it. Oh! beſtow - 
© Some poor remain, the voiding of thy table, 
« A morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd ſoul.” 
Alic. Avaunt! and come not near me— 
J. Sh. To thy hand 
1 truſted all; gave my whole ſtore to thee, 
Nor do I aſk it back; allow me but 


C« 
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The ſmalleft pittance, give me but to eat, 
Left I fall down and periſh here before thee. 
Alic. Nay ! tell not me! Where is thy king, thy 
Edward, | 
And all the ſmiling cringing train of courtiers, 
That bent the knee before thee ? 
F. $h. Oh! for mercy! 
Alic. Mercy ! I know it not—for I am n miſerable. 
I'll give thee miſery, for here ſhe dwells ; 
This is her houſe, where the ſun never dawns, 
The bird of night fits ſcreaming o'er the roof, 
Grim ſpectres ſweep along the horrid gloom, 
And nought is heard but wailings and lamentings. 
Hark! ſomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it tot= 
ters ! 
And ſee, the nodding ruin falls to cruſh me | 
*Tis fall'n, 'tis here ! I felt it on my brain! | 
« 1 Ser. This fight diſorders her— | 
„ 2 Ser. Retire, dear Wy | 
« And leave this woman”? 


Allic. Let her take my 3 : | | ; 
Why ſhoutd'ſt thou be a wretch! ? Stab, tear thy k 
heart, j 


And rid thyſelf of this deteſted _ 

I wo? not linger long behind thee here. 

A waving flood of bluiſh fire ſwells o'er me; 

And now tis out, and I am drown'd in blood. 

Ha! what art thou! thou horrid headleſs trunk? 

It is my Haſtings ! ſee he wafts me on! 

Away! I go, I fly! I follow thee! 

* But comè not thou with miſchief-making beauty 
L 


242 JANE SHORE. Aer V. 
4 To interpoſe between us, look not on him, 
4% Give thy fond arts and thy deluſions o er, 
4 For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 
| [She-runs off, her ſervants following. 
F. SB. Alas ! ſhe raves ; her brain, I n "'s 1 
CCWöUVUg 
In mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey's end; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing ſhadows ſwim before my ſight. - 
I can no more, | Lies down.] receive me, thou cold 
cee.arth, | 
Thou common parent, take me to thy boſom, 
And let me 2 with thee. 


Enter Buzaovs, 


Bel. Upon the ground! F 
Thy miſeries can never bv thee lower, 
Look up, thou poor afflicted one ! thou mourner, 
Whom none has comforted } Where are thy friends, 
The dear companions of thy joyful days, 
Whoſe hearts thy warm proſperity made glad, 
Whoſe arms were taught to glow like ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their boſoms ? Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
46 For ſure thou art the ſiſter of our loves, 
« And en ſhall divide us - Now where are 
they! | 
J. Sb. Ah, Belmour! where indeed ? They ſtand 
aleo, 


are 


Alas! there may be danger; get thee gone; 


That honeſt man, that faithful, brave Dumont, 
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And view my deſolation from afar ? 

When they paſs by, they ſhake their heads in 
ſcorn, 

«- And cry, behold the harlot and her ad] ** 

And yet thy goodneſs turns aſide to pity me. 


Let me not pull a ruin on thy head. 
Leave me to die alone, for J am fall'n 
Never to riſe, and all relief is vain. 
Bel. Yet raiſe thy drooping head; for IJ am come 
To chaſe away deſpair. Behold ! where yonder 


Is hafting to thy aid—— _ 
FJ. Sb. Dumont | Ha! whete ! | 
[-Rarfeng eg and looking about. 
Then Heav'n has heard my pray'r; his very name 


Renews the ſprings of life, and cheers my foul, _ x 


Has he then *ſcap'd the ſnare ? 
Bel. He has ; but ſee 
He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better angel's form, 
And comes to viſit you with peace and pardon. 


Enter SHORE. 


7 85. Speak, tell me ? Which i is ne! ? And ho! 1 
what would 
This dreadful viſion ! See it comes UPON me 
It is my huſband——Ah !  [6he ſeoons, 
SH. She faints ! ſupport her! h 
o Suſtain her head, while I infuſe this cordial 
| L 2 
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% Into her dying lips from ſpicy drugs, 
« Rich herbs and flow'rs, the potent juice is drawn; 

„ With wondrous force it ſtrikes the lazy ſpirits, 

4 Drives them around, and wakens life anew.” 
Bel. Her weakneſs could not bear: the ftrong ſur- 
- priſe. fs: | 
But ſee, ſhe ſtirs! 4 the returning blood 
Fiaintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 
* her aſhy cheek * 
Sb. So—gently raiſe her-— [ Raifing her up. 
J. S. Ha! What art thou? Belmour ! 
Bel. How fare you, lady ? | 
J. SH. My heart is nde with horror— 
Bel. Be of courage 
Your huſband lives ! "tis a my de friend 
J. H. Still art thou there! Still doſt thou hover 

5 round me! 

Oh, ſave me, Belmour, from his angry made! f 
Bel. Tis he himſelf I—he lives! look — 
J. SH. 1 dare not! 

Oh ! that my eyes eould ſhut Nee out for ever — 
Sz. Am I ſo hateful, then, ſo deadly to thee, 

To blaſt thy eyes with horror? Since I'm grown 

A burthen to the world, myſelf, and thee, 

Wou'd I had ne'er ſurviv'd to ſee thee more. | 

9. Sb. Oh! thou moſt injur'd—doft thou _ in⸗ 
deed! 

Fall then, ye mountains, on my guilty head; 

Hide me, ye rocks, within your ſecret caverns ; 

Caſt thy black veil upon my ſhame, O night! 

And ſhield me with thy ſable wings for ever. 
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Sh, Why doſt thou turn away Why tremble 


thus ? 
Why thus indulge thy fears ? and in defpats; 


| Abandon thy diſtracted ſoul to horror? 


Caſt every black and guilty thought behind thee, | 
And let em never vex thy quiet more. 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee, 


To bring thee back to thy forfaken home, 


With tender joy, with fond forgiving love, 
And all the longings of my firſt defires. 
“ F. SB. No, arm thy brow with res pane and 
appear 
« The miniſter of Heaven's inquiring juſtice. 
& Array thyſelf all terrible for judgment, | 
« Wrath in thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice; 
& Pronounce my ſentence, and if yet there be 


< A woe I have not felt, inflict it on me. 


& $h. The meaſure of my ſorrows is compleat ! 
& And I am come to ſnatch thee from injuſtice. 
The hand of pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy weak- 
neſs, 
«© Nor proud n * thy tumble ſoul. 
& F. SH. Art thou not riſen by miracle from 
death? 


- 


4 Thy ſhroud is fall'n from off thee, and the grave 


M Was bid to give thee up, that thou might'ſt come 
«© The meſſenger of grace and goodneſs to me, 
% To ſeal my peace, and bleſs me &er I go. | 


% Oh! let me then fall down beneath thy feet, 


« And weep my gratitude for ever there 
* Give me your drops, ye ſoft deſcending rains, 
« Give me your ſtreams, ye never-ceaſing ſprings, 
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& That my ſad eyes may ſtill ſupply my duty, 
&« And feed an everlaſting flood of ſorrow, 
S. Waſte not thy feeble ſpirits—1I have long 
« Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentance ; 
Therefore my heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 
And holds thee white, as unoffending i Innocence > 
<< Therefore in ſpite of cruel Gloſter's rage, 
« Soon as my friend had broke my priſon doors, 
*I flew to thy aſſiſtance. Let us haſte, | 
Now while occaſion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 
Forſake this place of ſhame, and find a ſhelter. 
J. Sb. What ſhall I fay to you ? But I obey— 
$h, Lean on my arm / 
J. H. Alas ! I'm wond'rous faint: 
But that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three 
days. 
Sh. Oh, mercileſs! Look here, my hun, Pre 
brought thee 
& Some rich conſerves 
F. SH. How can you be fo good ? 
«© But you were ever thus. 1 well remember 
« With what fond care, what diligence of love, 
“ You laviſh'd out your wealth to buy me Fn 
ſures, 
6 Preventing every with : have you forgot 
4“ The coſtly ſtring of pearl you brought me home, 
« And ty'd about my neck : How could I leave 
| you ? ; 
« $5, Taſte ſome of this, or this 
« J. SB. You're ſtrangely alter d 
« Say, gentle Belmour, is he not? How pale 
« Your ah is become ? Yaur eyes are hollow ; 


—— 
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« Nay,. you are wrinkled too——Alas, the day! 
« My wretchedneſs has coſt you many a tear, 


4 And many a bitter pang, lince laſt we parted, 
Thou talk'Rt, but dot 


& Sh, No more of that: 
not eat. 

6 F. SH. My feeble; jaws Hoek their common of: 
fice, 


My taſteleſs tongue cleaves to the 8 roof, 
And now a gen' ral loathing grows upon me.“ 
Oh! I am ſick at heart — 

SY. Thou murd'rous ſorrow ! 
Wo't thou ſtill drink her blood, purſue her fill 1 
Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor penitent ! 
Speak peace to thy ſad heart: ſhe hears me not; 
Grief maſters. ey'ry ſenſe—* help me to hold ber: 


Tiny CaTzsBy, with a guard. 


Cat. Seize on em both, as traitors to the ſtate— 
Bel. What means this violence? 
[Guards lay bold on Shore and Beinen 
Cat. Have we not found you, 
In ſcorn of the protectorꝰs ſtrict command, 
Aſſiſting this baſe woman, and and 
Her infamy.? 
SB. Infamy on 7 1 head! 
Thou tool of power, thou pander to authority! 
J tell thee, knave, thou know ſt of none ſo virtuous, 
And ſhe that bore thee was an Æthiop to her. 
Cat. You'll anſwer this at full Away with 'em. 
Sh. Is charity grown treaſon to your court? 
What honeſt man would live beneath ſuch rulers ? 
Lam content that we ſhould die together 


| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
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Cat. Convey the men to priſon; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her fortune as ſhe may. 
J. Sh. I will not part week him 
Oh! muſt be die for ne = 
Following him as be is carried off —She falls. 
$h. Inhuman villains! | Breaks from the guards, 
Stand off ! The agonies of death are on her—— 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. 
sf $h, Was this blow wanting to compleat my 
ruin! 
Oh! let him go, ye nen of terror. 
He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield obedience to your cruel maſter. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, | 
And take my laſt breath with you. 
Sb. Oh, my love! | 
« Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter end | 
This grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former? 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying eyes upon me, 
With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous look, 
As if thy heart were full of ſome ſad meaning 
Thou could'ſt not ſpeak ? 
J. Sb. Forgive me — forgive me! 
Sß. Be witneſs for me, ye celeſtial hoſt, 
Such mercy and ſuch pardon as my ſoul 


Accords to thee, and begs of Heav'n to hew 


thee ; 
May ſuch befall me at my lateſt io 
And make my portion bleſt or curſt for ever. 


wy Sh. Then all is well, and I ſhall 1 deer in 


0” 


—for me !— 
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Tis very dark, and I have loſt you now—— 
Was there not ſomething 1 would have bequeath'd 
you ? 
But I have nothing left me to beſtow, 
Nothing but one {ad ſigh. Oh! ! mercy, Hear n! 
g Dies. 
Bel. There fled the ſoul, 
And left her load of miſery behind. 
Sb. Oh, my heart's treaſure ! Is this pale fad vi- 
mage 
All that remains of thee ? «4 Are theſe dead eyes 
“The light that cheer'd my ſoul?” Oh, heavy 
hour ! h 
But I will fix my tremblin g lips to thine, 
Till I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 


What, muſt we part, then vill you 
[To the guards taking him away. 
Fare thee well King her. 


Now execute your tyrant” s will, and lead me 
To bonds, or death, *tis equally indifferent, 
Bel. Let thoſe, who view this fad example, 
know, 
What fate attends the broken marriage vow 3 
And teach their children, in ſucceeding times, 
No common vengeance waits upon theſe crimes, 
When ſuch ſevere repentance could not fave 


From want, from ſhame, and an untimely grave. 
; LExeuni Omer. 


___ EPILOGUE. 


1 
4. © 


L modeſt matrons all, ye virtuous wives, 
Who lead with horrid huſbands, decent lives; 
You, who, for all you are in Such @ talking, © 
To fee your ſpouſes drinking, gaming, raking, 
Yet make a conſcience ſtill of cuckold-making ; 
What can we ſay your pardon to obtain ? 
This matter here was prov'd againft poor Fane © 
She never once deny d it; but, in ſhort, 
Whimper'd—and cry die Sweet Sir, Pm ſorry fort? 
*T was well he met a kind, good-natur'd foul, 
Me are not all fo eaſy to control : 
I fancy one might fiud in this good town, 
Some wwou'd ha? told the gentleman his own ; 
Have anfwer*d ſmart—* To what do you pretend, 
« Blockhead ?—As if I muſt not ſee a friend + 
c Tell me of backney coaches — Faunts to th' city 
pere ſhould 1 buy my china Faith Pl jit ye ow 
Our wife was of a milder, meeker ſpirit ; | 
Yeu !—lords and maſters — aua, not that ſome merit ? 
Don't you allow it to be virtuous bearing, 
When aue ſubmit thus io your domineering ? 
Well, peace be with her, ſhe did wrong moſt fartly 3 3 
But ſo do many more who look demurely. 
Nor ſhou'd our mourning madam weep alone, 
There are more ways of wickedneſs than one. 
If the reforming flage ſhould fall to ſhaming 
Ilnature, pride, hypocriſy, and gaming 


* 


- EPILOGUE. 


"The poets frequently might move compaſſion, 
And with ſhe-tragedies o'er-run the nation. 


Then judge the fair offender with good- nature, | 

And let your fellow-feeling curb your ſatire. | 
What, if our neighbours have ſome little failing, 
Muft we needs fall to damning and to railing 2” 
For her excuſe too, be it underſtood, 

That if the woman was not quite ſo good, 

Her lover was a king, ſhe fleſh and blood. 

And ſince jb” has dearly paid the ſinful ſcore,,, 

Be. kind at laſt, and pity poor Fane Shore. 


THE. END. 
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i T © 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE - 
ö 
EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, . 


Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter, 


uv LORD, 


THAT you may be induced to read this 4 
through, I ſhall begin by aſſuring you, that I do not in- 
tend to pay you one compliment. To praiſe you is unne- 
ceſſary on all hands 5 to your Lordſbip, it is offenſive ; 
and for the public, they do not wwant to be informed of 
your character : it Ives, at preſent, in the mouths of all 
men, and poſterity will find it in the hi tory of Europe. 


a defign, my Lord, is to expreſs my own gratitude, 
not to delineate your merit. 'T was your Lordſhip firſt 
took notice of me, in my original obſcurity, whence you 
brought me into life, and have fince continued to encourage 
me by your countenance and favour ; and I cannot Help 
confeſſing, that I have a kind of honeſt pride in having it 
known, that your Lordſhip thought me worthy to be 
taken under your Jen. 


Theſe, my Lord, are the general obligations that I 
owe you, of which I have wiſhed to raiſe ſome monu- 
ment, that may remain as long as my name ſhall be re- 


DEDICATION. 
— é — — 
membered ; but I have more particular reaſons for pre. 


_ fenting you with this tragedy, as it was your Lordſhip 


firft pointed out to me the ſubjed, and when it was 
finiſhed gave me the firſt aſſurance of its ſucceſs, by your 
approbation. I could not therefore avoid taking advan- 
tage of this opportunity, to acknowledge, Pallich, all 
theſe favours ; and to aſſure you, that I am 
Your Lordſhip's moft obliged, 
Moft obedient, and 
Very humble ſervant, 


ER  — HENRY JONES. 


} 


= 


| HENRY JONES. 


—— — — D ꝙ? 


Gzn1vs is perhaps of no country —it is alſo attach- 
ed to no condition—Joxes was a bricklayer, and 
ſome genius, it may be preſumable, there was where 
we know there was no culture. He was born in 
IRELAND, where genius is by no means rare. 


When the great Lord CHESTERTIEILD went over 
there, as Lord Lieutenant of that kingdom, the ta- 
lents of Jones were recommended to his lordſhip's 
protection, and the conſequence was his drawing our 
author over to this country with him, and by his pa- 
tronage endeayouring to promote his intereſt and ad- 
vance his reputation. 


' Jonzs, with the kind aſſiſtance of his patron, had 


completed his tragedy of the EARL of Essex ; and 


upon its performance, he roſe conſiderably in public 


eftimation—the play ran twelve nights. And now 
little ſeemed wanting to complete his future ſucceſs 
in life—his muſe and himſelf thus powerfully ſupport- 
ed. | 


But there appears to be no axiom more ſettled in 
the code of human conduct, than that ſucceſs inflates 
a mean mind, and lifts it up to arrogance ; that he 
whoſe merit atchieves exalted countenance and pro- 
tection, ſoon imagines the benefits reciprocal, and 
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— — —— — —— — 


that ability is an univerſal magnet, which if the hand 
of one man ſhould be ſhut, will infallibly open the 
generoſity of another. Perhaps where there is pe- 


cuniary prudence this may be ſo; but when there is 
not, we know that beggary and wretchedneſs are the 


ſure attendants of the unhappy ſelt · deceiver. 


Joss, who had in early life ſacrificed to vanity, 
grew ſturdy and unpropitiating, and thus, offering 
no more the food expected by the EAT, the food 
he expected from them was with-held of courſe. 
He died, April. 1770, in a garret belonging to the 
maſter of Bedford Coffee-houſe, upon whoſe charity. 


he had ſome time linger'd out a miſerable exiſtence. 


He left an unfiniſhed play called The Cre of 
Idra— which, Hiffernan afterwards completed, and 
brought out under the title of Ihe Heroine. of. the 


Care. 
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EARL OF ESSEX. 
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Tus fate of this unhappy man, ſo compounded of 
fiery and ungovernable qualities, has often exerciſed 
the dramatic pen. The perſonages and events of the 
reign of our ELIZzABZETEH are all fo tinged with ro- 
mantic fiction and romantic paſſion, the ardour of en- 
thuſiaſtic gallantry ſeems to have ſo oddly mingled 
with the cold trickeries of ſtate policy — the heart and 


the lips were ſo unaccountably at variance, that we 


are not ſurpriſed to find an adoring lover turn out a 
haughty traitor, and a doting queen become a keen 
and an avenging * 


Such characters, 1 afford the fineſt ſubs 
jets for the dramatic muſe, which delights in the 
ſurpriſes of ſudden tranſition, and enjoys the tempeſt 


of wild and ungovernable emotions. 


It is a peculiar circumſtance, that theſe bold and: 
original features of character among us, ſhould have 
caught the conſideration of no maſterly writer. 


JzensoN and CUMBERLAND, and the ſuperior ta- 
lents of WALreoLE, have choſen to invent a fable, or 


build upon an incident taken from a foreign land. 


The preſent play has certainly many poetical beau- 


ties, but they are in truth ſubordinate ingredients in 
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tragedy. The forcible colouring of ſtrong paſſion, 
and the exhibition of the fluctuations of the human 
mind ; the diſcriminative peculiarities of character ; 
theſe are the grand objects of the tragic muſe, and the 


ſtory before us is as ſuſceptible of their exertion as 


any we know of. 


Fr ß 
MR. HENRY JONES, 


. ON HIS TRAGEDY OF 


THE EARL OF ESSEX. 


as my — — 
2 


. 


As antient heroes arerenown'd in ſong, 

For reſcuing virtue from thꝰ oppreſſor's wrong, 

So ſhall thy fame, who 1 this well-wrought . 
tale 


From dullneſsꝰ gloomy Pow r, o' er time prevail. 


Long had theſe ſcenes, wound up with dext'rous 
art, 

In ſpite of reaſon, cakes upon the beart; 
Thaw'd ev'ry frozen fountain of the eye, 
We wept, *till even Sorrow's ſelf was dry; 
Yet judgment ſcorn'd what paſſion had approv'd, 
And the head wonder'd how the heart was mow'd. 
But, with a fate revers'd, thy work ſhall boaſt, 
That ſoundeſt judgments ſhall admire it moſt. 
Cloath'd in the eaſy grandeur of thy lines, 
The ſtory brightens, as the diction ſhines, 
Renew'd with vigour as in age *tis grown, 
The wond' ring ſcene {ces beauties not its own. 


Thus, worn with years, in Afric's ſultry vales, 
The creſted ſnake ſhifts off his tarniſh'd ſcales ; 
Aſſumes freth beauties, brighter than the old, 
Of changing colours intermix'd with gold: 
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Reburniſn'd, -baſks . the ding: ray, 

Shines with new glories in the face of day, 

Darts fiercer lightning from his brandiſh'd tongue, 
Rolls more ſublime, and ſeems, at leaſt, more young, 


No more ſhall noiſe, and wild bombaſtic rage, 
Uſurp th? applauding thunder of the ſtage ; 
Fuſtian no more fhall pafs for true ſublime, 

Nor nonſenſe muſically float in rhyme ; 
Nor, in a worſe extreme, ſhall creeping proſe, 
For nature and lumplicity, impoſe : 

By thee reform'd, each vicious taſte ſhall fail, 
And critic Juſtice hold aloft her ſcale. 


Whence beams this dazzling luftre on thy mind ? 
Whence this vaſt fund of knowledge in mankind, 
Unletter'd genius? Whence haſt thou been taught, 
This dignity of ſtile, this majeſty of thought; 

'This rapid fire, by cool correctneſs rul d, 

And every learned elegance, unſchool d? 

Say, hath great Shakſpere's tranſmigrated ſhade 

Inform'd thy maſs, or lent thee friendly aid? 

To him, bleſs'd bard, untaught, 'twas alſo giv'n, 

T' aſcend, on native wings, invention's | brighteſt 
Heaven * C 

Aſſuming Phœbus port; and in bis train, 

The muſes all, like handmaids, not in vain, 

Crouch for employment. 

The paſſions too, ſubſervient to his will, 

Attentive wait on his ſuperior {kill ; 


* Alluding to tlie prologue to Henry V. 
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At the command of his enchanting art, 


Unlock the burſting flood - gates of the heart, 
And in the rapid, head - long ſtream bear down 
The vanquiſh'd ſoul, and make it all his own. 


Happy the clime, diſtinguiſn'd be the age, 
When genius ſhoots ſpontaneous for the ſtage; 
Not too luxuriant, nor too trimly neat, 
But, in looſe 'wildnefs, negligently great. 


O may the gen rous plant, ſo wond' rous rare, 


Neꝰer want the tender hand of foſt'ring care; 
But, like Apollo's fav'rite tree, be ſeen, 
For ever flouriſhing, for ever green. 


M NAMARA MORGAN. 


_ PROLOGUE. 


—ů — ern ene nn 


| 


OUR deſp'rate bard a bold excurſion tries, 

Tho' danger damp d his wings, he dar d to riſe : 

From hope, high rais'd, all glorious actions ſpring ; 

*Ts hence that heroes conquer, poets Jing. 

Even he may feel the ſoul-exalting fire, 3 
Fame prompis the humblefl boſom to aſpire. - - 


Without a guide this raſh attempt he made, 

Without a clue from art, or learning*s aid. 
He tales a theme where tend "reſt paſſions glow, 
A theme, your grandjires felt with pleaſing woe. 
Effex* ſad tale he ſrives to clothe anew, 
And hopes to place it in a ſtronger view. 


Poets, like painters, may, by equal la, 
The labour d piece from different maſters draw 3 
Perhaps improve the plan, add fire and grace, | 
Andi ſtrile ih impaſſion d foul through all the face, . 
How far our author has ſecur'd a claim : 
To this exalted palm, this wiſh d-for fame, 
Your generous ſentiments will ſoon declare : 
Humanity is ever prone to ſpare. | 
*T were baſeneſs then your candour to diſtruſt ; 
A Britiſh audience, will at leaſt, . be juſt. 


PROLOGUE, 


A flattering truth he fearful muſt confeſs, 
His ſanguine friends made promiſe of ſucceſs ; 
But that, he fears, their ardent wiſhes wrought, 
Since partial favour ſeldom ſees a fault. 

Then bear, like patient friends, this firſt gſay, 
Hit next ſhall thank you in a nobler way. 


1 OUR Fe Vaan 3 bold * . 

Tho' danger dump d his wings, he dar d to riſe + 
From hope, high rais'd, all glorious aftions Heis 
"Tis hence that heroes conquer, poet. Jag. 


Even he may feel the ſoul-exalting fre, | wy " N 


| 8 the humble} boſom „ge, 
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Without a clue from art, or learning s aid. 7 
He tales a theme where tend reſt paſſions glow, ; 

A theme, your grandfires felt with pleaſing woe. 
Effex* ſad tale he river to clothe ane av, 

And hopes to place it in u ſlronger view. 


Poets, like painters, may, by equal lac, 
The labour d piece from different maſters draw z 
| Perhaps improve the plan, add fire and grace, 

And ſtrike ih impaſſion d ſoul through all the face, 
How far our author has ſerur d a clam 
To this exalted palm, this wi iſt d-for ſame, 


| mY Your generous ſentiments will oon declare : : 


Humanity is ever prone to ſpare. | 
*T aver baſeneſe then your candour to Abruf ; | 
A Britiſh audience, will at leaft, be juſt. : 
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- PROLOGUE. 


A Le bak he fearful 101 d 5 
His ſanguine friends made promiſe of ſuceeſe 3 
But that, he fears, their ardent wiſhes eorought, 
Since partial favour ſeldom ſees a fault, 
Then bear, like patient friends, this firſt gſay, 
His next ſhall thank you in a nobler wway,, 
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Lieutenant of the Tower 
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| Queen ELIZABETH | = = FRG 
"Counteſs of RuTLand  - = 
Counteſs of NoTTINGHAM 5 


Lords , Ladies, and Attendants, 


 COVENT-GARDEN. © 


* 


Men. 


Mr. Holman. 


Mr. Farren. 
Mr. Harley. 
Mr. Macready. 
Mr. Thompſon. 
Mr. Evatt. 
Women. © 

Mrs. Pope. 
Mrs. Eſten. 
Mrs. Bernard. 


* 
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THE 


ACTI. SCENE T. 


An Antechanber in the Palace. 3 Br URLEIG H and 
| Rarzion, 


Burleigh. 


Tur bill, at W has paſs'd opal ing numbers, 


Whilſt crowds ſeditious clamour'd round the ſenate, 
And headlong faction urg'd'its force within. 
Ral. It has, my lord. The wiſh*d-for day is 
ene | 


When this proud idol of the people's hearts 


Shall now no more be worſhipp*d. —Effex falls. 
My lord, the minute's near that ſhall unravel 

The myſtic ſchemes of this aſpiring man. 
Now fortune, with officious hand, invites us 


To her, and opens wide the gates of nen 


M 2 


k ” 
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The way to power. My heart exults; I ſee, 
I ſee, my lord, our utmoſt with ee 
I ſee great Cecil ſhine without a rival, | 

And England bleſs him as her Sn "oY 
Bauch potent inſtruments I have prepar'd, | 
As ſhall, with ſpeed, o'erturn this hated man, 
And daſh him down, by proof invincible. 

Bur. His day of glory now is ſet in night, 
And all my anxious hopes, at laſt, are crown'd. 
Thoſe proofs againſt him, * e 
Kal. All arrived. 1 
Bur. Arrived! how? when ? 

Ral. This very hour, my lord : 

_ Nay more, a perſon comes, of high diſtinction, 

To prove ſome ſecret treaties made by Efſex, 
With Scotland's monarch, and the proud Tyrone. 
Bur. How ſay'fſt? to prove em 
Ral. Ay, my lord, and back'd 
With. circumſtances of a ſtronger nature. 
It now appears, his ſecretary Cuff, 
With Blunt and Lee, were deep concern'd in this 
Deſtructive ſcheme, contriv'd to raiſe this lord, 
And ruin Cecil. O, it is a ſubtile, | 

A deep-laid miſchief, by the earl contriv'd, 

In hour malignant, to o'erturn the ſtate, | 
And (horror to conceive !) dethrone the queen. 

_ - Bur. Theſe gladſome tidings fly beyond my hopes! 
The queen will liſten now, will now believe, 
And truſt the counſel of her faithful Burleigh. 

Let this moſt lucky circumſtance be kept 

A ſecret ſtill from public obſervation. —”? 


* 
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Diſpoſe em well, till kind occaſion calls | 

Their office forth, leſt prying craft mean while 'T 

May tamper with their wenne, and change their 
minds: 

Let them, like batteries conceal'd, appear” 
At once, both to ſurpriſe and to deſtroy. | 
Fal. This ſudden ſhock, my lord, this weighty 

. ſtroke, | 


Muſt preſs him headlong down to deep deſtruQion 'Y 


Indignant fate marks out this dreaded man, 
And fortune now has. left him. 
Bur. Thank the changeling; 


His ſetvile faction ſoon will ſtand aghaſt, 
And fink, at diſtance, from his threat' ning fall. 


Ral. His headſtrong gs the bold * 
353 
Now finds his raſh endeavours all CERT, 
And ſtorms at thee and the impeaching commons. 
Bur. Let him rave on, and rage, —The lion in 
The toils entangled, waſtes his ſtrength, and roars 
In vain ; his efforts but amuſe me now. — 
" Ka What triumphs i in my ſoul ſhall reign, ta 
ſee. 
e This AFG I and o erbearing man . down 
« Beneath my envy ; nay, below my ſcorn, 
9 How young ambition ſwells my riſing hopes 
« *Tis Heaven, O Cecil, calls thro? England's 
voice, ; 
« And juſtice, bending from WY invites wh” 
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F Gentleman. 
Gent. My lord, the lady Nottingham deſires, 


With much i impatience, to attend your lordſhip. 


Bur. What may the purport of her bus'neſs be 7 
Her tender wiſhes are to Eſſex ty d | 
In love's ſoft fetters apd endearing bands © 
& For him, each melting thought awakes deſir Us 
„ And all her foul is laviſh'd on that lord, — 
n unexpected viſit much ſurpriſes me! 
% What can it mean? She would not come to pry 
And pick out tales for Eſſex ear !— Why let 

mers, ©: 
p48 I'm arm'd ſecure againſt her arts and cunning. . 
„ Beſides, her errand comes too late; for now | 
« Her minion 8 doom d to fall.” Conduct her in. 
[Exit Gent. 

And you, my Ralcigh, winch Southampton's ſteps ; 
With care obſerve each movement of his friends; 
That no advantage on that fide be loſt. [Exit Ral. 
« Southampton's Eſſex ſecond ſelf ; he ſhares 
& His headlons 9 councils, and adopts his ſchemes; 
« His daring heart, and bold, ungovern'd tongue. 
« Are both enliſted in the raſh deſi igns 
« Of this proud lord, nor knows a will but his : oh 
*. Fo. Um fo fd muſt with the body ID” 


Enter Lady NorTinGnan. 


"1 Wet. Thrice hail to . ae, ting ge- 
nius! | 


1 


2 K 8 


e W * 5 2 2 


. 
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His country's guardian, and his queen's defence. 
Great Burleigh, thou whoſe patriot Ae beats 


With Albion's glory and Eliza's fame; 


Who ſhield'ſt her perſen, and ſupport'ſt her throne 5. 


For thee, what fervent thanks,. what offer'd VOWS. 


Do proſtrate millions pay! 

Bur. Bright excellence, | : 57 
This fair applauſe too highly over-rates, 
Too much extols, the low deſerts of Cecil. 

Not. What praiſes are too high for af Re / 
Or what applauſe exceeds the price of virtue ? 


My lord, conviction has at laſt ſubdu'd me, 


And I am honour's proſelyte :—too long 


| My erring heart purſued the ways of faction; 
1own myſelf t' have been your bitt'reſt foe, 


And join'd with Eſſex in each foul attempt 


To blaſt your honour, and traduce your fame. 


Bur. Tho” ne er my wiſhing heart could call yon 
friend, | 


| Yet honour and eſteem E always Fa you; 
And never meant, but with reſpect to ſerve you. 


& It grieves me, madam, to have thus offended, 

Where moſt my wiſhes labour'd to oblige. | 

Mor. I know your honour and Four virtues 
well; | 

© Your public plans, deſign'd 5 England's s good, 

And all your private merit's weight. But, Oh, 

* How blind 1s reaſon in the maze of paſſion! 

“J ſought your ruin, labour'd for your fall. 


But, if repentance may atone for guilt, | 


4 Or ſelf-reproach for n ne Io. 


264 THE EARL OF ESSEX. = Acr I. 
« No mortal breaft « eier felt more woe than mine, 
«& And Burleigh now may rank me for his friend. 
% Bur. That ſuch a worth of foul Would be 
„ 
Could I accuſe my heart but of a thought 
To do you wrong; if any purpoſe ever 
« Againſt your welfare in my foul ariſe, | 
That look'd with malice on your ſhining merit, 
& Your matchleſs beauty, or your brighter virtues, 
c Then let me live deſpis'd, a proverb made 
6 To ev'ry paſling ſlave; nay more, the ſcorn 


% And trampled footſtool of the man I 4,06. 66 


Mot. It is enough, my lord, I know it well, 
And feel rekindling virtue warm my breaſt; 

' Honour and gratitude their force reſume 

Within my heart, and every wiſh is yours. 


O Cecil, Cecil, what a foe haſt thou --- . — | 


A deadly foe, whilft hated Eſſex lives! 
Bur. 1 know it well, but can aſſign no cauſe. 


Not. Ambition's reſtleſs. 1 has ee bis 


thoughts 
Too high for England's welfare; nay, the queen 
Scarce fits in ſafety on her throne, while he, 


Th audacious Eſſex, freely treads at large, 


And breathes the common air. Ambition is 

The only god he ſerves, to whom he'd facrifice — 

His honour, country, friends, and every tie 

Ol truth, and bond of nature; nay, his love. . 
Bur. I find this bus neſs work as I would have 

. | A of 
T he man'that in his public duty fails, © ds 
On private virtue will diſdainful tread, 
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As ſteps to raiſe him to ſome higher purpoſe : 
In vain each ſofter wiſh would plead with him, 
No tender movement in his ſoul prevails, 
And mighty love, who rules all nature elſe, 
Muſt follow here in proud ambition's train. 
Net. Pronounce it not, my ſoul abhors the ſound, 


Like death. Oh, Cecil, will you kindly lend 
Some pity to a wretch like me? 

Bur. Command, 
Madam my power and will are yours. I Kat 
« Your wrongs, 1 feel the baſe returns you've met 
« From this ungrateful and diſloyal man, 


© Tho? oft your goodneſs INES him from re- 


proof. 
5 Belieye me worthy to partake your emen 
« Accept my ſervice, and employ my power.. 
Not. Will Cecil's s friendly ear vouchſafe to bend - 
Its great attention to a woman's wrongs, 
Whoſe pride and ſhame, reſentment and deſpair, 
Riſe up in raging anarchy at once, 
To tear with ceaſeleſs pangs my tortur'd ſoul 2? 
Words are unequal to the woes I feel, 
And language leſſens what my heart endures. 
Paſſion repuls'd with ſcorn, and proud diſdain, 
Recoils indignant on my ſhrinking ſoul, 
Beats back my vital ſprings, and cruſhes life. 
Bur. Madam, your wrongs, I muſt confeſs, are: 
great; 
Yet ſtill, I fear, you 1 not half his falſehood. 
« Who, that had eyes to look on beauty; who, . | 
0 * had a heart to feel that beauty's r * 
* 3 i 


* 


* 
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Who, but the falſe, perfidious Eſſex, could 
Prefer to Nottingham a Rutland's charms? 
Start not— By Heav'n, I tell you nought but truth, 
What I can prove, paſt doubt; that he receiy'd 
The lady Rutland's hand, in ſacred wedlock, 
The very night before his E out 
For Lreland. N FE 
Not. Oh, may quick deſtruction ſize? em! 
May furies blaſt, and hell deſtroy their peace! 
May all their nights 
Bur. I] pray, have patience, madam, 
Reſtrain awhile your rage; curſes are vain, | 
But there's a ſurer method to deſtroy him; ; 
And f you'I join with me, tis done: he falls. | 
Mot. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Burleigh ! Speak, my ge- 
nius, ſpeak; 
Be quick as vengeance? ſelf to tell me how. | 
Bur. You muft have heard the commons have im- 
| peach'd him, 
And we have proofs ſufficient for his ruin. 
But the queen — you know how fair he ſtands 
In her eſteem; and Rutland too, his wife, 
HFath full poſſeſſian of the royal ear. P 
What then avail impeachments, or the laws 


hay bj by 


.. Severeſt condemnation, while the queen 


May ſnatch him from the uplifted hand of juſtice ? Li 
Here, then, my Nottingham, begins thy taſk : 
Try ev'ry art t' incenſe the queen againſt him, 
Then ſtep between her and the lady Rutland, 
| Let not her fondneſs find the leaſt acceſs > 

« To the queen's heart to counterwork our pur- 
"ow a 


MY 
Fg 


urs 
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Obſerve Southampton too, with jealous eye; 
Preyent, as much as poſlible, his ſuit: 


For well I know-he will not fail to try 
His eloquence on the behalf of Eſſex. 


Not. It ſhall be done; his doom is fix'd ; he dies 
Oh, *twas a precious thought! I never knew _ 
Such heart-felt ſatisfaction! Eſſex dies, 

And Rutland, in her turn, ſhall learn to weep. 

The time is precious; I'll about it trait. 

Come, vengeance, come, aſſiſt me now to breathe 

Thy venom'd fpirit-in the royal ear. [Exit Not. 
Bur. There ſpoke the very genias of the ſex. 

A diſappointed woman ſets no bounds- 

To her revenge. Her e s form'd to ſerve me. 


Enter Rarzion. 


Ral. The lord Southampton, with upgorern 8 
rage, ; 


Reſents aloud his diſappointed meaſures.. 
I met hinvin the outward court; he ſeeks. 
In haſte your lordſhip, and, forgetting forms, 


Purſues me hither, and demands to ſee you. | 
Bur. Raleigh, tis nnen. the- 
queen. | 
Leave me to deal with his: o' erbearing man. 
. * Raleigh... 


Enter SouTuanzTON. 4 


South. Where is the man, vn virtue calls hers | 
friend? | WE COR ne 


8 1 \ 
| | f 
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I give you joy, my lord !—Your cuenchieſs fury 
At length prevails, and now your malice triumphs. 
You've hunted honour to the toil of faction, | 
And view his ſtruggles with malicious j Joy- | 
Bur. What means my lord? 9 
South. Oh, fraud ! ſhall valiant Eſſex 
Be made a ſacrifice to your ambition 
Oh, it ſmells foul indeed, of rankeft malice, 
And the vile ſtateſman's craft. You dare not fure 
Thus bid defiance to each fhew of worth, 
Each claim of honour : dare not injure thus 
' Your ſuffering country in her braveſt ſon ! 


Bur. But why ſhould ſtern :- ap her angry 


| brow 

Let fall on me ? Am I he the 5 | 
That gives this working humour ſtrength? Do I 
Inſtruct the public voice to warp his actions? 


Juſtice, untaught, ſhall poiſe th* impartial ſcales, . c 


And every curious eye may mark the beam. 
South. The ſpecious _—_ which . malice 
„ i 

Is ever blazon'd with l public "OP "a 


Behind that artful fence, ſculk low, conceal'd 


The bloody purpoſe, and the poiſon'd ſhaft; 

Ambition there, and envy neſtle cloſe ; 

From whence they take their fatal aim unſeen; 

And honeſt merit is the deftin'd mark. | 
Bur. Your warm diſtemper'd zeal puts raſhly 
. The cool directing hand of wholeſome reaſon. 

No imputation foul ſhall reft on me; | 

« My honeſt purpoſes defy aloud 


Wit K £m „ 
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«© The ſlander- ſpreading tongue of buſy faction, 

“ To caſt its venom on my fair report, 

Or tell poſterity, thus Cecil did.” 

My country's welfare, and my queen's command, | bl | 
Have ever been my guiding ſtars through life, 1 


My ſure direction ſtill. —To theſe I no- | 
Apen from theſe, no doubt, this lord's miſoon- | 
| duct 
Hath widely ftray'd ; and e not reviling, 
Muſt now befriend his cauſe. | 
South. How ill had Providence | = 
Diſpos'd the ſuffering” world's oppreſt affairs, , 7 
Had ſacred right's eternal rule been left | 
To crafty politicians? partial ſway ! 
Then power and pride would ſtretch th* enormous 
graſp, | | 6 
And call their arbitrary portion, juſtice: 
Ambition's arm, by av rice urg'd, would pluek. 
The core of honeſty from virtue's heart, 
And plant deceit and rancour in its ſtead: 
Falſehood would trample then on truth and honour, | 
And envy poiſon ſweet benevolence. 
Oh, 'tis a goodly group of attributes, 
And well befits ſome ſtateſman's righteous rule! 
Out, out upon Jych baſe and bloody doings ! 
The term of being is not worth the fin ; 
No human boſom can indure its dart. 
Then put this cruel purpoſe from thee far, 
Nor let the blood of Eſſex whelm thy ſoul. 
| Bur. 'Tis well; my lord ! your words no comment 
need ; ko nit | 1 
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6 * No. doubt, they've well t an honeſt 


meaning; 
« T clear and e parts, like yours, difere- 
| tion 
44 Would be a © and caution "uh „„ 
Yet mark me well, my lord, the clinging ivy 
With th' oak may riſe, but with it too muſt fall. 


South, Thy empty threats, ambitions man, hurt: 


not ; 

The breaſt of truth. Fair innocence, and faith, 
Thoſe ftrangers to thy practis?d heart, ſhall ſhield 
My honour,. and preſerve my friend. In vain, 
Thy malice, with unequal arm, ſhall firive 

To tear the applauded wreath from Eſſex” brow ;. 

His honeſt laurel, held aloft by fame, f 
„ Above thy blaſting reach, ſhall ſafely flouriſh,” “ 
Shall bloom immortal to the lateſt times; 
Wuhilſt thou, amidſt thy tangling ſnares involv d, 

Shalt fink confounded, and unpitied fall. 


Bur. Rail on, i lord, and give oy choler- | 


„ ant; | 
; It waſtes itſelf in vain; the queen ſhall he 

Between us in this warm debate. To her 

I now repair; and in her royal preſence 

You may approve your innocence and faith. 

Perhaps you'll meet me there.—Till then, farewell: 


[ Ext. 
South. l wait thy fieps, has "any mon- 
| ter! _ 5 
My noble and illuſtrious friend betray'd, | 


By crafty faction and tyrannic power, 


Up, 


— 
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His ſinking trophies, and his falling fame, h 

Oppreſs my very ſoul. I'Il to the queen, T, 

Lay all their envy open to her view, | : 
| Controne their malice, and W my friend. Exit. 


The Queen Efcover , fitting on her hehe; Ratio Hy 
Lords and Attendants. 


Qu. Without conſulting me 8 man! 
Who governs here? What! am not 1 your queen? 
Vou dar'd not, were he preſent, take this ſtep. 

Ral. Dread ſovereign, your ever faithful com- 
mons N 

Have, in their gratitude and love for you, 

Preferr'd this Oy bill againſt him. 


Enter Bosrzicn. 


FR You, my lord Burleigh, muſt have known of 
this. 
The commons here impeach the Earl of Eſſex 
Of practiſing againſt the ſtate and me. 
Miethinks I might be truſted with the ſecret. 
Speak, for I know it well, *twas thy contrivance. 
Ha! was it not? You dare not ſay it was not. 
Bur. I own my judgment did concur with theirs.  . 
His crimes, 1 fear, will juſtify the charge, 
And vindicate their loyalty and mine. 
Qu. Ha! tell not me your ſmooth deceitful ſto- 
1 = 


1 know your projets, and your cloſe cabals. 


be] 
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You'd turn my favour into party feuds, 

And uſe my ſceptre as the rod of faction: 

But Henry's daughter claims a nobler ſoul. 

FI nurſe no party, but will reign o'er all, 

And my ſole rule ſhall be to bleſs my people : 

Who ſerves them beſt has {till wy higheſt favour: | 
This Efſex ever did. 


© Enter SOUTHAM ron. 


Behold, Southampton 
What «baſe portrait's here! The faithful Eſſex 
Here drawn at large aſſociating with rebels, 
To ſpoil his country and dethrone his queen. 


South, It is not like.— By Heav'n the hand 'of 


envy >. 
Drew theſe falſe lines, diſtorted far 1 
And honour, and unlike my noble friend 
As light to ſhade, or hell to higheſt heavin. 
Then ſuffer not, thou beſt of queens, this ord; 
This valiant lord, to fall a ſacrifice 
To treachery and baſe deſigns ; who now 
Engages death in all his horrid ſhapes, 
Amid a hardy race, inur'd to danger; 


But let him face. to face, this charge encounter, 2 


And every falſhood, like his foes, ſhall fly. 
2s. To me you ſeem to recommend ſtrict 1 80 
tice, 
In all her pomp of power. But are you ſure 
No ſubtle vice conceal'd aſſumes her garb? 
Take _ * malice does not wear the maſk, 


r Ee i i i ie 
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Nor envy deck her in the borrow'd guiſe, 
% Rancour has often darken'd reaſon's eye, 
„ And judgment winks, when paſſion hors. the 
„ | 
Impeach the very man to whom I owe 
My brighteſt rays of glory! Look to it, lords, 
Take care, be cautious on what ground you tread; 
Let honeſt means alone ſecure your footing. 
Raleigh and you withdraw, and wait our leifure. 
| [Exeunt Raleigh and South. 
Lord Burleigh, 4; We muſt with you have far- 
„„ | 
Conſꝰ'rence. I ſee this baſe contrivance plain. 
Your jealouſy and pride, your envy of 
His ſhining merit, brought this bill to light. 
But mark me, as you prize our high regard 
And favour, I command you to ſuppreſs it ; 
Let not our name and power be embarraſs'd 
In your perplexing ſchemes. "Twas you 1 725 | 
And therefore you muſt end it. | Y 
Bur. I obey. 
Vet humbly would intreat you to conſider 
How new, unpopular, this ſtep muſt be, 
To ſtand between your parliament's enquiry 
And this offending lord. — We have ſuch proofs— 
Qu. Reſerve your proofs to a more proper ſeaſon, 
And let them then appear. But once again | 
We charge you, on your duty and allegiance, 
To ſtop this vile proceeding ; and to wait 
Lill Eſſex can defend himſelf in perſon. 
If then your accuſations are of force, 
The laws, and my conſent, no doubt, are open. 
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He has my ſtrict command, with menace mix'd, 

To end effectually this hated war, 

Ere he preſume to quit the Iriſh coaſt. 
Bur. Madam, my duty now compels me to 
"hp No more f ee that my orders be obey'd. 
| | [Exit Bur. 
: Eſſex a traitor LS can never be— — | 
His grateful and his honeſt ſoul diſdains it— — 
I know him hot, ambitjous, raſh, impatient z 
But then he's firmly anchor d in his duty: 
Tho? ſtormy paſſions toſs him to and fro. 


"1 i he prove falſe ? ſo high advanc d, ſo honour'd,. 


So near my favour and fear ſo near 

My heart ! Impoſſible.— This Burleigh hates him, 
And, his ri val, therefore would deſtroy him 3 
But he ſhall find his narrow ſchemes defeated. 
In vain their fraudful efforts ſhall combine 
To ſhake my ſettled ſoul, wy firm deſign; 
Reſolv'd to lift bright- virtue's palm on high, 


| Bupport her len and her foes vr | [Exits 


ACT IT. SCENE I. 


x Enter BurLEIGH. and RALEtGHs. | 
Burleigh. 


| ws id ! Confuſion to my hopes ! 3 
His preſence will deſtroy me with the queen. 
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I much ſuſpect he had ſome private notice, 

Perhaps, a punctual order, to return. | 

He lurks too near her heart. What's to be done? "Ig 

“ Prepare the witneſſes with ſpeed ; apprize 

« The lady Nottingham.—Southampton's pride, 

« And Rutland's too, will lift the creſt again. 

« But fly, Ys ſend me*Nottingham, _ 
Exit Raleigh. 

6 We muſt alarm the queen with new commotions 

& In many parts of her dominions rais'd: 

« All this, and more, muſt now be paſs'd for truth. 

„This ſudden blow has ſtruck me to the ſoul; 

« *Tis gone too far, he dies—proud Eſſex now. 

Or Cecil falls.” Now is th' important criſis — 

Keep up thy uſual ſtrength; my better genius, 

Direct my ſteps to cruſh my mortal for. 


. Enter QUezw and RALEIGH, 


Dy. It cannot be! Return'd without my leave? 
| Againft my ſtrict command ! —Impoſhible! 
Ral. Madam, the earl is now at court, and begs 
An audience of your majeſty. 
Qu. Amazing! 
What ! break his truſt ! a his high command, 
Forſake his poſt, and diſobey his queen ! | 
Tis falſe—invented all, —You wiſh it ſo. | 
Bur. Madam, I wiſh ſome other rumours falſe : - 
Reports, I fear, of great concern to you. 
Av. What rumours ? what reports ? 1 your frown | 
would much 
Denote : your preface ſeems important, —Speak. 


1 
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Bur. Some new commotions are of late ſprung up 
In Ireland, where the weſt is all in arms, 
And moves with haſty march to join Tyrone, 
And all his northern clans. A dreadful power ! 
"Nay more, we have advices from the borders 
Of ſudden riſings, near the banks of Tweed! 
*Tis thought, to fa Hur an attempt from Scotland. 
Mean while, Tyrone embarks fix thouſand men 
To land at Milford, and to march where Eſſex 
Shall join them with his friends. | 
Qu. In league with James! 
And plotting with Tyrone ! It cannot * 
His very pride diſdains ſuch perfidy. 
But is not Eſſex here without my leave | 
Againſt my ſtrict command ! that, that's rebellion... 
The reſt, if true, or falſe, it matters not. | 
What's to be done ?—admit him to my preſence ? 
No, no—my dignity, my pride forbid it. 
Ungrateful man, approach me not ; riſe, riſe, 
Reſentment, and ſupport my ſoul ! Diſdain, 
Do thou aſlit'me—Yes, it ſhall be ſo - 
Zur. I ſee ſhe muſes * her mind works * 
Wards, 
And paints its ſtruggling efforts in her face. 
Tyrone's invaſion wakes her fear and anger, TY 
And all her ſoul is one continued ſtorm. 
. For once 17 6 pride — ſtoop ; and I & WAL 
ſee 
This raſh, 8 this once e man; 
But treat him as his daring crimes deſerve. 


N 
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| Enter SoUTRANP Ton. 


South. [ Kneeling. ] Permit me, madam, to apron 
you thus 

"Thus lowly to preſent the humble ſuit | 
Of the much injur'd, faithful Earl of Eſſex, e 
Who dares not, unpermitted, meet your preſence. 
He begs, moſt gracious queen, to fall before 

Vour royal feet, to clear him to his ſovereign, 
Whom, next to Heav'n, he wiſhes moſt to pleaſe. 
Let faction load him with her labouring hand, 

His innocence ſhall riſe againſt the weight, 

If but his gracious miſtreſs deign to ſmile. 

Qu. Let him appear. [Exit South, 
Now to thy trying taſk, . 5 

My foul ! Put forth, exert thy Re tad... 
Nor let aninjur'd queen be tame. L ie ſtill, _ 
My heart, E liſten to thee now. 


Enter ESSEX and SOUTHAMPTON. 


Eſſex. 3 chou uind majeſty, thou beſt. 

Of queens, this ſeeming-diſobedience. See, 

I bend ſubmiſſive in your royal preſence, 

With ſoul as penitent, as if before 

Th' all- ſearching .. of * n. But, oh, that 
frown! | j 

My queen's ee 1 my wiamed ſpirits af - 

Strikes me like death, and pierces through my 
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Qu. You have obey'd, wy lord ! ! 8 ve ſerv'd me 
My deadly fors » are quel'd 1 ! and you come bow | 
A conqueror! your country bids you welcome! 
And JI, your queen, applaud 1—1 Humpbane 
i man! 
What! is it thus chat Eſſex gains his ach ? 
What ! is it thus you've borne my high commiſſion ? 
How durſt you. difregard your truſted duty, 
Deſert your province, and betray your queen? _ | 
Effex. I came to clear my injur'd name from guilt, | 
Imputed guilt, and ſlanderous accuſations. 
My ſhame was wafted in each paſling gale, 
Each ſwelling tide came leaded with my wrongs 5 
And echo ſounded forth, from faction's voice; 
The traitor Efſex—Was't not hard, my queen, 
That while 1 ſtood in danger's dreadful front, ; 
Encountering death in every ſhape of terror, - 4 
And bleeding for my country ?—— Was't.not hard, 
My mortal enemies at home, like cowards, | | 
Shou d in my abſence baſely blaſt my fame? 7; ; 
Qu. It is the godlike attribute of kings | 


To raiſe the virtuous and protect the brave. . 

I was the guardian, of your reputation, 

What malice, or what fation, then could "reach . 
you ? 


My honour was expos d, gags for yours: By 
But you found reaſon to diſlike my care, 

And to yourſelf affam'd the wreſted office. : 
Efe. If aught diſſoyal in this boſom Swell, 5 

If aught of treaſon lodges in this heart, 

May 1 to guilt and laſting ſhame be wedded, 


1 
? 
q 


Aer Hl. THY FARL OF ESSEX. 279 
The ſport of faction, and the mark of ſcorn, 
The world's deriſion, and my queen's abhorrence, 
Stand forth the villain, whoſe invenom'd tongue 
Would taint my henour and traduce my name, 
Or ſtamp my conduct with a rebel's brand ! 
Lives there a monſter in the haunts of men, 
Dares tear my troplnes from their pillar d baſe, 
Eclipſe my glory, and diſgrace my deeds ? | 
Qu. This ardent language, and this glow of ſoul, 
Were nobly graceful in a better cauſe ; 
Where virtue warrants, and where truth inſpires + 
But injur'd truth, with brow invincible, 
Frowns ſtern reproof upon the falſe aſſertion, 
And contradicts it with the force of facts. 
From me you have appeal'd, ungrateful man; 
The laws, not I, muſt liſten to your plea. 
Go, ſtand the teſt ſevere, abide the trial, 
„And mourn, too late, the bounty you abas'd. 
| [Exeunt Queen, Southampton, Ca 
Eſſo. Is this the jaſt requital, then, of all 
My patriot-toils-and oft-encounter'd perils, 
Amidft th' inclemencies-of camps and climes ? 
Then be it ſo Unmov'd and dauntleſs, ler 
This ſhock of a d ſtand. 
But yet, methinks, tis ſomewhat ſudden too ! 
My greatneſs, now depriv'd of each ſupport, 
Which bore ſo long its envy'd weight aloft, 
Muſt quick to ruin fall, and cruſh my hopes. 


— 


„ wn aus er S 41 


Enter Sournaur rox. fs 


| South, ins my lord! the queek 8 alu. kin 


dles 
With warmth increaſi g3 hilf Lord Burleigh la 


bours Fe 
7 inflame her nd m4 make it ſtill burn fiercer. 


Ele. I ſcorn the blaze of an the pomp of | 


kings 3 . { | 
I givethem to the winds, and liphter vanity; _ 
Too long they've robb'd me of ſubſtantial bliſs, 
Of ſolid happineſs and true enjoyments. 
But lead me to my mourning love ; alas ! 
dhe finks beneath oppreſſing ills ; ſhe fades, 
She dies for my afſlicting pangs, and ſeeks 
Me, eee in the walks wy «ae 
| Oh, lead me to her, to my ; fours "IP | 
Tout. . caution "Jags you” in this Ro 
Conſider Rc my blood, the 83 
For ſhould the queen (forbid it Heaven l) diſcover 
Your private loves, your plighted hands, no power 
On earth could ſtep between you and deſtyuction. 
„ Lock up this _ mw the prying world.“. 


„„ Enter BuxLziGH.. 


. My Wd of Eſſex, 'tis the queen's com- 
mand, 


That you forthwith reſi gn your ſtaff of office; 


8 eAA,y 


* 


4 
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Aud further, ſhe confines you to your palace. 
A. — n Let forrane do beru- 
; mo TE 1 "i N 
1 = the work, and will 8 the e 
And brayely bear the unexpected blow 
| Bur. The queen, my lan. en your quick 
compliance. , 
Abe. Go, then, thou Ballone — Sits of ® 
And, joyful, Feaſt thy fierce rapacious foul. - 
With Eſſex ſudden and accompliſh'd fall. 
The trampled corſe of all his envy'd. 8 
Lies proſtrate now beneath thy ſavage foet3. :... + 
But ſtill th? exalted ſpirit mounts above the. 
Go, tell the queen thy own deteſted Kory: "M 
Full in her fight: diſcloſe the ſnaky labyrints 
And lurking ſnares you plant in virtue's „ 
To catch integrity s unguarded ſtep. 
dar How ill repaid · are public toils and bares, 
„Where active honeſty, with ſtation join d, 
* Incurs but calumoy and foul reproach. v7, 04 4 
Your country * . your queen, accus'd | 


W 


2 
ys 4 


you. 3 i 
To theſe dh your belt define, «= 8 W : - 
Your queſtion'd conduct from diſloyal guilt. ':,. +... 
What anſwer to the queen ſhall 1 retarn ? . 
Efex. My ſtaff of office L from her receiv'd, 
And will to her, and her alone, reſign it. 
Bur, This bold refuſal will incenſe the queen. 
This arrogance will make your guilt the, rags, 
* + tha 7 „Non: C Emir: 
Sous. Suſtain, my noble friend, thy woned great · 


neſs ; 


; j =: 
N 8 ; 


— 


Collect thiy Fortitude,” PIR 1 | 

Thy ſoul, to bear wih firength i rig eh, 

Which falls ſevere upon thee ; whilft my Wendikiy 

| ShalkHend'a helping hand, e Thare the burthen. 

I'll hence with ſpeed, and to the queen repair, 

And all the power of warmeſt words employ, © 

To gain you yet one audience more, and bring 

Her maj jeſty to milder thoughts, ' Farewell. "To 
Een ch newly wald rom my RE of ts 


Thoſegitded viſions of deceitful joys,” a 
I ſtand confounded at the unlook*d-for ys 
And ſcarcely feel this thunder. bolt of fate. 

The painted clouds, which bore my hopes alk, 
Alas, are now -vaniſh'd vet (anger banc as 
And I am fall'n indeed! : pak 
How weak is reaſon, when affe&ion pleats * 
How hard to turn the fond, deladed heart 

From flatt' ring toys, which footh'd its ne! 
The laurell'd trophy, and the loud applauſe, 4 
The victor's triumph, and the people's gare; 
The high- hung banner, and recording dend, 
Subdue me ſtill, ſtill cling nnn, 1 
And pull wy ron down. * 


bee ee Ol 


Rat. O. let n 
To claſp, embrace, the lord 991 OY 


| My foul s delight, my utmoſt joy, my huſband 1 8 


1 een ee elan beat; 
l a As ft 


Fl 
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Once more 1 hold him in my eager arms, 

Behold his face, and loſe.my ſoul in 8 es 

| Eher. Traaſporting bliſs ö my richeſt, deareſt trea· 

"7 By "HO 

My mounging turtle, 8 abſent peace, 

Oh, come yet. nearer,  neaxer to my heart! 

My raptur'd: foul fprings forward to receive thee:: 

Thou Heav'n on earth, thou balm af all my woe 1 
Rut. O, ſhall I credit then each raviſn d ſenſe; 

Has pitying Heay'n conſented to my prayer? _ 

It has, it has; my Eſſex is return'd ! 

But language poorly ſpeaks the joys. I feel; 

Let paſſion paint, and looks expreſs my a 7 
Elfer. With thee, my ſueeteſt comfort, PII re- 

e 

From ſplendid palaces, and glitt'ring thropgs, 

To live emhoſom'd in the ſhades of joy, 

Where ſweet content extends her friendly arms, 

And gives encreaſing love a laſting welcome, 

With thee, I'll timely fly from proud oppreſſion, | 

Forget our ſorrows, and be bleſs'd for ever. 
Rut. O, let us hence, beyand the reach of pow- 

OP 

Where fortune's hank ſhall never part us more. 

In this calm ſtate of innocence and joy, 

I'll preſs thee to my throbbing boſom cloſe. 

Ambition's voice ſhall call in yain ; the world, 

The thankleſs world, ſhall never claim thee more, 

And all thy buſineſs ſhall be love and me. | 
Efex. The queen, incens'd at my return, abane 

dons me N l 
r 12884 *. * i 


X , 
„„ FEAT " FY | 
N 5.4 my 7 i * 1.3 y © 7 
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To Cecil's malice, and- the rage of faction. | 
I'm gow no more the fav'rite child of fortune : - 

My enemies have caught me in the toil, © 

And life has nothing worth my wiſh, but thee. 
Rut. Deluſive dream of fancied happineſs ! 

And has my fatal fondneſs then deſtroy'd thee ? 

Oh, have 1 Jur'd thee to the deadly fnare 
Thy cruel ſoes have laid? * Oh, have T put 
Thy life in peril? My officious tears 

% Would needs inform thee or” their wicked 

ſchemes? ? . 

I dreaded Cecil's malice, and my heart, | 
Longing to ſee thee, with impatience liſten d 
To its own alarms ; and prudence ſunk beneath 
The force of love. . 3 
Eſer. Forbear, my only ERP ;: 

Oh, tell me not of danger, death, and Borleigh; 
Let every ſtar ſhed down its mortal bane 
On my unſhelter'd head: whilſt thus I fold 
Thee in my raptur'd arms; I'll brave them al, 
Defy my fate, and meet its utmoſt rigour. A 
Rut. Alas, my lord! conſider where we are. 
Oh! *tis the queen's apartment; death is here. 

4 T came to thee through peril's ambuſh'd path, 
And every danger riſqu d for thy embrace.“ 

Each precious moment is by fate beſet, 
| And time flands trembling whilft we thus confer. _ 

— Then, let vs Hence from, be, deteſted 


ed act Does be 


9905 ET « J 
4 My reſcu d ot cſckzius We bouſe'of wakes; 4 
| Where humble honeſty can find no ſhelter. 7 * 


From hence we'll fly, where love and virtue call; 


* 


ted 
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Where happineſs invites that wiſh of all: 2 ® 3, 
With ſweet content enjoy each bliſsful hour; | 
We the files. of a or ang of. power. 
Sigh LE: 


aer I. SCENE L 


5 ** 
* 993 EE AN ac 


Fand LEIGH and rene 15 


Mule. 


My "OY Die ſought you « out vith much impati· | 


ence. 


You've: had an audience or the queen: what fol- 


low'd ? 

Bur. Soon as F told her Eſſex had refas*d 
To yield his dignities, and ſtaff of office, 
« Againſt her high command, pronounc'd by me, 
She ſeem'd depriv'd of reaſon for a moment; 
Her working mind betray'd contending paſſions, 
Which, in her alter'd face, appear'd by turns. 
She paus'd, like thunder in ſome kindling OP 
The inſtant burſt with dreadful fury forth : 
« And has ener wretclt EY weh man- 
« The . Mibeteus traitor e my power! „ 
« He dares not, ſure ?—He dies—the' villain dies. 
> Then, ſudden, ſoften'd into milder tad A 


_ > 
And call'd him rh, unhappy, gallant Effex! 
On me her fury fell; my crafty plans 
« Againſt his reputation, fame, and Hife, 
« Had driven him to extremes - my malice did it— 
« My envy was his bane; with all that paſſion 
4 Or fury could ſuggeſt. I begg'd to know 
Her royal will concerning Eſſex; urg'd 
« Again his inſolence—Amaz'd, awhile 
« She ſtood, and wilt not what to do. At length, 
Collecting all her mind, "theſe words ſhe ut- 
| ter d: — 
Let him to the Tow'r.—T inftantly withdrew, 
But ſoon was countermanded, and deſir d 
To bring the Earl of Effex to her preſence, 
Ike it not, and much I fear, ſne H ſtand 
Between this high offender and the laws. 

Not, Is Eſſex then ſecur d? . 

Bur. Madam, he is 1 ns 
And now comes ee hy court, | 


nu, ou . 
Gent, Silas, the a. x ph 


Is in her cloſet, and 12805 10 8 you. 2 l. 


Not. J attend her. FLEET 121 EINE; 

ur. She wants, no Pre why who advis' d by you. 
Improve this fair occafiony urge it home; | 
* She muſt be quick' ned by repeated — 4 
« Of freſh indiguities, by Eſſex offer d 
J her royal perſon, and prerogative... 
& Be e eiche and cautious ! mark her well. 2” 


* 
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ts 


Aer III. 


| Oferturn, except his own. ungovern'd-ſpirit. 
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Not. I know her foible. Efſex SAI 
An intereſt in her heart, which-nothing can 


8 


It is, indeed, the: inflirument by which 


We work, and cannot fail, if rightly us d. 


Bur. Madam, the queen expects you inſtantly. 
I muſt withdraw, and wait the earl weer. + 


=— 


e e 
Qu. s As beet and bt 


nate! 
He ee my de and 88 deftraion. 


He gives his deadly foes the dagger tag 
Deſtroy him, and defeats my friendly purpoſe, £1 
Which would, by ſeeming to abandon, ſave him. 
Nor will he keep the maſk of prudence on 

A moment's ſpace.— What ! muſt 1 bear this ſcorn ?. - 
No: let me all the monarch re- aſſume; er 
Exert my power, and be myſelf again. 

Oh, ill- performing; diſobedient heart !— 
YO n . * from wo own reſolve 2 


© Enter Norrinchan. : 


Thou conſt i in time; I'm much diſturb'd, aber” * 
My Nottingham, and would complain to thee | 


Of inſolence, neglect, and high contempt. 


Eſſex preſum'd to dictate laws within as 
My — gates. How ſay'ſt thou, — k 


2 
BY © 


— 


*. x 


— 
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- Not) Surely, my gracious queen, it cannot 1555 ! 
His heat and pon never cou'd impel him 
To take ſo bold a ſtep,” to ſuch raſh guilt: 
Manta his very honour ſhould prevent it. 

Qu. Thy open, honeſt mind untutor d "oy 


7 n life's ungrateful and degenerate ſchool; 


Where ſtubborn vice in every form appears 


— 


Mocking correction's ineffectual rod. 
It is, indeed, an evil hard to bear: 


This haughty man has wanton' d with my grace, 


Abus'd my bounty, and deſpis d my favours. 


% That giving goodneſs: ſhould profuſely flow 
« 'T” enrich the ſurly glebe, where _ thorns 


« And noxious weeds will ſpring“ ? 


. Reſentment, then, ſhall in her cornprenil 


To angry laws T'll give this victim up. 17 yo ve: 
Not. His: A ey 1 fear, been 8 
| edu | of at iv 1 


| His haſty — * Wee top. 


Ambition is the ſpur of all his actions, E 
Which often drives him'o'er his duty 8 limits; 5 
(At leaſt his enemies would have it ſo.) 1491 


But malice, madam, ſeldom judges n 


Qu. Oh, Nottingham! his pride is paſt ove: 
This inſolent, audacious man forgets, 

His honour and allegiance and refus d 

To render up his ſtaff of oſſice, here, N= 


Beneath my R% ²· ·⁰¹tꝛi 5 RO 10; 


Not. Preſumptuous e een 
Your faithful ſubjects will ſans ee 
lence, this . their queen; like 


8982 082 23220 


%% 


* 


Fa 
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They muſt, my gracious ſorereign. Tis not fe 
To ſhield him longer from their juſt refenrment. | 
Then give him up to juſtice and the laws. 

Qu. You ſeem well pleas'd to urge eee 
Offended majeſty but ſeldom wants 
Such ſharp adviſers Vet no attribute 
So well befits the exalted ſeat ſupreme, 


Kos 


And power's diſpoſing hand, as clemency. 


Each crime muſt from its quality be judg d; 


And pity there ſhould interpoſe, where malie 
Is not the aggreſſor. Hence ! I'll hear no more. 
| Not. Madam, my ſentiments were well intended "42 


Juſtice, not malice, mov'd my honeſt zeal. 
My words were echoes of the public voice, 
Which daily riſes, with repeated cries © 
Of high complaint, againft this haughty nee” 

I pity, from my heart, his raſh carts tai 


And much eſteem the man, 


Au. Go, Nottingham, 
My mind's Tn and wag me Ruthnd hither. 


Oc” 3 of baht Pe 1 8575 mee . 


No rank aſcends above the reach of care, 
Nor dignity can ſhield a queen from woe. 
Deſpotic nature's ſtronger ſceptre rules, 

And pain and paſſion in her right prevails, 
Oh, the unpity'd lot, ſevere condition, 

Of ſolitary, ſad, dejected grandeur!  _ 
Alone condemn'd to bear th' unſocial throb - 
Of heart-felt anguiſh, and corrodihg grief; 


Depri d of what; within his homely ſhed,  \ . 


7 
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The pooreſt peaſant in affliction finds, 
The kind, . a 
| nn. friend. 


8 BY 4 rx 3 , 3 
— N * a EF . 


Enter Count: m of noris l 


| Rutland, Ian thy timely - 
Counſel. Im importun'd, and urg'd to 0 — 
But juſtice, ſometimes, has a cruel ſound, 


| © Where thercy an with pradence meet, and both : 


«© Agree ta ſoften rigour.” —=Efſex has, 

No doubt, provok'd my anger, and the laws; 

His haughty conduct calls for ſharp reproof, 
And juſt correction. Vet I think him guiltleſs 
Of ſtudied treaſons, or deſign d rebellion. 


Then, tell me, Rutland, what the world n ; | 


Wbat cenſure ſays of his unruly deeds. s. 


Rut. The world, with _ my vnde. * | 


„ 
Madam, tis malice al; and falſe Wen 40 
I know his noble heart, tis fill'd with honour: 
No trait'rous taint has touch'd his penerous ſoul; 
His grateful mind ftill glows with pure affectibn; 
And all his thoughts are loyalty and you. 
Du. ore nn 8e _ 
think | 

The earl poſſeſs'd df may ſplendid virtues, 
_ What pity tis, he ſhould afford his foes 
Such frequent, ſad occafions to undo him! 
Such manly merit in diſtreſs 2 4 Sach worth 


 —_—_ 5 F Y 13 3 1 r 1 ph 
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tray d; ſuch valour in the toil,” beſet 
By cruel foes, and faction's ſavage ery? 
My good, my gracious miſtreſs, ſtretch betimes, * 
Your ſaving arm, and ſnatch him from ee 
From deadly malice, treachery, and Cecil. | 
O, let him live, to clear his conduct up! 1 
My gracieus queen, he'll pobly earn your bounty. © 
Apd with his deareſt blood deſerve. your mercy, 
Qu. Her words betray a warm, unuſual fervour 
Mere Ties never cauld nu this FR iT 
e 


K 
v9 43: * 
— 


In never 4 hun the . was 4 1 
His life and valiant actions all declare it: 
I think him honeſt too, but raſh and ee 
I gladly would preſerve him from his foes, 
And therefore am reſolv'd once more to ſee him. 
Kut. Oh, tis a godlike thought, an, r n i. 
ſelf | 
Inſpires it. Sure ſome angel moves your ben, 5 O | 
* Your royal heart, to pity and forgiveneſs. fs UP iv 
This gracious deed ſhall ſhine in future ſtory, 
And deck your annals with the brighteſt virtue; 1 
Poſterity ſhall praiſe the princely act, 
And ages yet to come record your goodneſs. * 
. Pll hear no. more—Muſt 1 then learn from 
you 
To nd my province, and be taught to more, 8 
As each deſigning mind directs — Leave me. 
Rut. Her frowns are dreadful and her eye looks' 
terror, 


I remble for my Eſex. Save um, Hear'n ! q [Ent 


Te 


> 


2% Tx 


lous heart, 2 off 44h . 
My e en or abe. ee 


Enter Buazzten, We | "and 1 144 
Bur. The Earl of Eſſex waits your royal will. 


"0" Let him omar now, once more 


| 19 7 ſupport SK (Frcs I. 
"Thy dignity, neces: nor «yield hy eatr 
To ſtrong yg eee he c comes. 


N 4 


SournanyToN, Guards 


Ae, Permined thus to bends with pots r 
72 LKucel. 
Before your e 8 ; + come, 
With eyery grateful ſenſe of royal favour 
3 Deeply engray'd within my conſcious 1 
Qu. I ſent my orders for your ſtaff of office. 


Eſer. Madam, my envy d dignities and honours, | 


1 firſt from your own royal hand receiv'd; 

And therefore juſtly held it far beneath me ? 

To yield my trophies, and exalted power, | 
So dearly purchas'd in the field of glory, 
To hands unworthy. No, my gracious queen, 
I meant to lay them at your royal feet; | 

; Where life itſelf a willing victim falls, 

If you command. 


2 High age words, my lord, but il | fu 


- oy 


/OB-BSSEX, Aer III. 
1 Her warmth las touch' me home. b * | 


] 
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The . of deeds, and duty's juſt demand, 
In danger's onſet,” and the day of trial, 
Conviction ſtill on acting worth attends ;* 


 , Whilſt mere profeſſions are by doubts lane. | 1 
| Effex. My deeds mn oft ecke, in danger! "i 


front, 
How far my duty en my de lead me. 
| Allegiance. Kill my thirſt of glory fir d, 
And all my bravely gather'd, envy'd laurels, 
Were eee only to adorn my queen. 


2. Vet fact o'er fallacy maſt ſtill prevail, VE 


« And eloquent to ſimple truth give way. " 


Your guilty ſcorn of my entruſted power, ' 


When with my mortal foes you tamely dally'd, 
By hardy rebels brav'd, you poorly fought - 


A ſervile pauſe, and begg'd a ſhameful trace. mY 


Should Eſſex thus, ſo en e, | 

And loſe the harveſt of a plenteous lo, 

In idle treaties, and ſuſpicious parly? 8 
Eſer. Oh, n 1 * life” 8 the deſtin' 


eee 
The poiſon d ſhak bas Pty my brit derb 
Is't come to this? ire with rebels! Hat © 


PI ve ſerv'd you, neon with the utmoſt peril, 
And ever glory'd in th illuſtrious danger; 
Where famine fac'd me with her meagre mien, 
And peſtilence and death brought up her train. 
I've fought" your battles, in deſpite of nature, 


Where ſeaſons ſicken'd, and the clime was fate. 5 a 


My power to parly, or to fight, I had 
From you; the time and circumſtance did call 
Aloud for mutual treaty 1 condition; 


1 4 
ö 
.: bh. | 
7 
| h 
ö - 
af fl 
I 
[ 7 
1 
; 
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9 
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For that I ſtand a guarded felon here 
Hemm'd in by villains, and by faves 1 


N. Shall added inſolence, with creſt audacious, — 


Her front; uplift againſt the face of power. 

Think not that injur'd majeſty will bear 

Such arrogance uncheck'd, or unchaſtis'd. 
No public truſt becomes the man, who treads, 
With ſcornful ſteps,” in honour's ſacred path,”  ,. 


er. Away with dignities and hated truſt. 


With flattering hor ours, and deceitful power }- 
Invert th' eternal rules of right and juſtice . 
Let villains thrive, and out · caſt virtue periſh z 


Let ſlaves be rais' —— * 


Take, take your gaudy trifles back, thoſe baits 
Of vice, and virtue's bane. Tis clear, my queen, 
My royal miſtreſs, caſts me off ; nay, joins 


| | | With Cecil to deſtroy my life, and fame.  _ 


L. Preſuming wretch | Audacious traitor | | 
Efes. Traitor! 


Qu. Hence from my v fg, oer fave, and 


learn | 
At diſtance to revere your queen. 
 Effes. Les: le * 
Me fly b en e 8 e 49140 
And nature's verge, from proud oppreſſion fars. - 
From malice, tyranny, from n r r by 


e ville 4 + Chile din ” 


e. .Contoling: 1. what, a tlow! 
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L 
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And, judgment, take the reins. Madam, tis well— 
Your ſoldier falls degraded. 

His glory's tarniſh'd, and his fame de 

O, bounteous recompence from royal hands 

But you, ye implements, beware, beware, 

What honour wrong'd, and honeſt wrath can a&. 


Qu. What would th' i „„ ang traitor do? ? My 


life 
Beyond thy wretched purpoſe ande ſecure. 
Go, learn at leiſure what your deeds deſerve, 
ANG tremble at the vengeance you provoke. | 
[ Exeunt all but Eſſex and Southampton. 


5 Diſgrac'd and ſtruck! Damnation ! Death | 


were glorious. 
Revenge! revenge! 
South. Alas, m my friend ! what 31 
Tuy rage attempt ? Conſider well the great 


£ #\ % 


Advantage now your raſh, ungovern'd temper ws | 


Affords your föes. The queen incens'd, will let 
Their fury looſe. I dread the dire event. Ty 
Ee. Has honeſt pride no juſt reſentment left! 2 


Nor injur'd honour feeling? Not reyenge! 


High Heaven ſhall bear, and earth regret my wap. | 


Hot indignation burns within my foul. 

I'll do ſome dreadful thing know not what ; Þ 
Some deeds as horrid as the ſhame I feel, 
Shall ſtartle nature, and alarm the world. 


Then hence, like lightning, let me furious fly, 


- To hurl deſtruction at my foes'0n higb; 


Pull down oppreſſion from its tyrant ſeat, N 2 
Redeem oy gory, or A 18 my fate. [Execunt. 
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- -,: Not: No, madam; for the earl 11 | : 
— of Eſſex, leagu'd with deſperate friends, made 


s ſtrong 3 
5 And obſtinate refiſtance ; till, at 1 3 
. O'erpower'd by numbers, and increaſing force, þ 
| He fie fled for ſhelter to a ſmall petranee. 
A. ſummer-houſe upon the Thames; reſolv d 
To periſh, rather than ſubmit to power, 3 
Qu. fe wretch deteſted ! O, unheard of trea- 
on! + 
« Confpire againſt my . within my view! 
« My reach ! ſo near my very palace gates ! | 
“ Perfidious monſter !—What, can prudence do, 
« Or human wiſdom, more than judge from outſide, 
And flattering w Kings can ſee, no far- 
hn 
6 High Heav's, A can 17 the 3 in all 
« Its utmoſt frauds, and myſtic characters. 
Oh, where ſhall majeſty beſtow i its fayours, Tg 
Since Elter has a traitor proy d o _— 


* 
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Whoſe arm hath rais d aum N to A and ; pong 
r 41 0h 

Whoſe heart has ſhar'd in al his ſplendid diapds; 

And feels, ev'n now, his trait*rous deeds with piey? 

But hence with pity, and the woman's pangs 

Reſemment NR and the 1 eoErg ſhall _ ve 


' — 


ee 5 ; 
| | Eater BURLEIGH.. 


Bur. Tlluſtcious queen, the traitors all are l 
Th' intelligence was true. Their black debates 
Were held at Drury-houſe. The dire reſult a0 
Was this: that Eſſex ſhould alarm the citizens | 
To open mutiny, and bold rebellion, ... 

« On this pernicious errand went the earl, OL 
« Toin'd by his deſp'rate and ſeditious friends, x 
Their purpoſe” was to ſeize your royal palace, 

And ſacred perſon; but your, faithful people, 
As by one mind inform'd, one zeal inſpir d, 
Roſe up at once, and with their virtue quell'd them. 

Qu. Thanks to their honeſt, to their loyal ben. 
But ſay, were any perſon elſe concern d, 

Of high diſtinction, or of noted rank? 

Bur, Ves, madam, many more, ſeduc'd of late, 
Mong whom the bold Southampton foremoſt ſtands , 
4 Precipitate and raſh; whoſe pow'rtho' great, 
Lags far behind his will to do you hurt.” 
They re now our pris ners, and are ſafe ſecur d $ Wo 
But Eſſex, with Southampton, and the reſt | 
Of N note, 1 1 8 not 1 8 Wen of 8 | 


| Without your. dar engl 3 1 hoy now 

Attend without, to know your ſinal pleaſure, 
2. Is this the juſt return of all my care 

My anxious toilſome days, and watchful nights? 
_ Have ſent forth a wiſh, that went In + 
With all my people's good? Or, have I life, 
Or length of days deſired, but for their ſake ? 
The public good is all my private care. © 
« Have I not ever thought the meaneſt ſubjed, | 
« Oppreſs'd by power, was, in his juſt complaint, 
« Above king? What Britiſh boſom hass 
« By foreign tyranny been griev'd, whoſe wrongs. | 
« I have not felt as mine, we ming recreſe'd'? | s 
« Or have 1, juſtly, made a fingfe man oy 
% My foe “ Then could T think this Ow ile . 


Contain d one traitor's heart? But, leaſt of all, 


That Effex” breaft ſhould lodge it ? Calf the monſter, 
And let me most this rebel face to face. 


Do eee and wait within our call. 
1 Bunrzion, CY 


; CO - | 
7:06 


Ee Ha. 


Vou ſee we dare abide. your e e are, 
Tho” treaſon ſits within your heart enthron'd, 
And on that brow rebellion lours, where once 1 
Such boaſted loyalty was ſaid to flourith. S 
How low the traitor can degrade- the ſoldier + 
Guilt glares in conſcious dye upon thy cheek,, 
And inward horros trembles in thine eye. 
How mean is fraud! How baſe ipgratitude ! 
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Eten. Forbear reproach, thou injur'd majeſty, 
Nor wound, with piercing looks, a heart already 

With anguith torn, and bleeding with remorſe. 
Your awful looks, alone, are arm'd with ER 
And juſtice-gives them terre. 
Q. Hapleſs man ! 1 
What cauſe could Prompe, what fiend could urge thee' 
on | 
| To this eteſted deed? Could I from thee 
Expect to meet this baſe return? from thee, 
To whom I ought to ffy, with all the confidence 
That giving bounty ever could inſpire, 
Or ſeeming gratitude and worth could promiſe ? 
Efex. Alas! I own my crimes, "ne feel my trea · 
jons 3 \*** f 
They preſs me down beneath the reach of pity. 
Deſpair alone can ſhield me from myſelf, 
Oh, let the little fpace 1 live be curs'd 5 
With countleſs woes; let death, unpitied, e come; 3 
% My name be mention d, with the utmoſt ſcorn,” pr 
If Wl my life can feel, or fame can ſuffer, : 
Can ſerve to mitigate my queen's diſpleafire, 
' Nu. My pride forbids me to approach thee more 3. 
My pity, rather, would relieve thy forrow.  _ 
« 1 ſee conviction, and fevere remorſe, „ 
« Within thy mind at work. But much 1 fear, 
* That death alone can calm the raging conflict,” 3 1 
The people's clamours and my ſpecial ſafety, 3 | 
Call loud for juſtice, and demand your life. 
But if forgiveneſs from an injur'd queen FE] 
Can make the ae ſhort hours ”_ live more an,” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
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His dying breath, ane, 5 . 1 


AcT IV. 


I give it freely from my pitying heart; 


And wiſh my willing. power could grant — 95 
Eger. Oh, ſounds angelic! 


My ſwelling heart aan keep no bounds, my foul - 
Flows o'er —And will WY: IGOR: Been. forge 


me ? 


Ob, let me proſtrate thus befare youfall, 


My better angel; and my guardian genius 
Permit me, royal miſtreſs, to announce 


My faithful ſentiments, my ſoul's true digte 
Vouchſafe your Eſſex but this one requeſt, 
This only boon, he ll thank you with his laſt, 


Q. Riſe, my lord. TT 
if aught you have to offer can alley Le Sd 
Your woes, and reconcile you to your weng 
Proceed; —and I with patient ear 8 Sia 
Eſſex. My real errors, and my ſeeming, crimes. 
Would weary mercy, and make goodneſs beats 
And yet the ſource of all my greateſt Ee 
Was loyalty miſled,. and duty in extreme. 
So jealous was my ſanguine heart, ſo warm 
Affection s cal, L could not bear the leaſt 
Suſpicion of n my duty to my queen. 


This drove me from my high eee Irelagd 8 ; 


This too, impell'd me to that rude behaviour 8 
Which juſtly urg d the ſhameful. blow I felt; 
And this (0, fatal raſhneſs !) made we think... 

My queen had given her Eſſex up, a victim 

To ſtateſmen's ſchemes, and wicked policy. - 77 


bang by TX piercing thought, wy. ene fexe Ki | 


5 
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. all eee er e ! as has en | 
me 
To this moſt ſhamefulfill; and, n ; Nil worſe, 
My own reproaches, and my queen's diſpleaſure. 
Qu. Unhappy man? My yielding ſoul is touch*d, 
And pity pleads thy cauſe within my*+breaſt. 
Eſer. Say but, my gracious ſovereign, ere 1 go 
For ever from your preſence, that you think me 
Guiltleſs of all attempts againſt your throne, 
And ſacred life. Your faithful Eſſex neꝰer 
Could harbour in his-breaft fo foul a thought. 
Believe it not, my queen. By Heav'n, I ſwear, 
When in my higheſt pitch of glory rais'd, 
The ſplendid noon of fortune's brighteſt an 
Not ages of renown could yield me half 
The joy, nor make my life ſo greatly _ 
As faving yours, ' tho? for a ſingle hour. 
Qu. My lord, I think you honeſt. Nay, I 2 
Whatever coldneſs T put on, was meant 
To fave you from the malice of your foes. | 
J judg'd your crimes, what you yourſelf nen 
e | 
The raſh effect of an intemp'rate'zedl. 
Eger. Was ever wretch like Eſſex thus undone - 
By goodneſs im exceſs, and haviſh'd grace! 
Oh, I could tear my erring heart, with theſe 
Revenging hands! — What bleſſings have I loſt! 
What clemency abus'd !—Now cauld I wiſh 
For lengthen'd life, indeed forendleſs years. 
A whole eternity's too ſhort, to ſhew- 5b 
My pious forrows, and atone my N 


* 
2 
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| Ou. 4 Too well the paſſage to my heart he finds: 

« And pity's hand lets in the dangerous gueſt. | 
6 nr eee hay: n to nature! 

a lde. 

My * 1 _ convincegyou. that I Bill | 25 
Regard your life, and labour to preſarve it 11 

But cannat ſoreen on from a public trial. 

Wich prudence make Erde Ane J but mould 

© Severity her iron juriſdiction. 

Extend too far, and give thee * 1 

To angry laws, thy queen will not forget as. | 

Yet, leſt you then thau'd want a faithful friend, 

(For friends will fly you in the time of need) = 

Here, from my finger, take this ring, a pledge 

Of mercy; having this, you neter ſhall need 

An advocate with me; for wWhenſoe er 

You give, or ſend it back, by Heav'n, I ſweat, | 

As I do hope for mercy on my foul, | | 

Fiat I will grant whatever.baon you aſk. 


Ele. Oh, grace ſurpriſing! moſt amazing bos | 


us 0 RE: | | 
Words cannot paint the anions of my aul! * 
Let me receive it on my grateful knees, Ly a 
At ance to thank and bleſs the hand that gives it. 


2. om ee on this; eee | 


This dll. bande mark of faith 


ne | Sende, chear ups. 
Diſpel each melancholy fear and truſt 


Your ſovereign's: Fpromile c. ſhe; wh .nefer forſahg : : 


you. 


| [Gize tech: | 
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Eſeu. Let Providence diſpoſe my lot as wein, Th 

May watehful angels ever guard my queen; 

May healing wiſdom in her counſels reign, 0 

And firm fidelity ſurround her throne; . 

May victory her dreaded banners beaerr,r 

And joyful conqueſts crown her ſoldier s brow 3 

Let every bliſs be mingled in her cup, 75 

And Heaven at laſt e her * reward Evie 
Du. "Tis done; | : 

And ver eg eee ſhake: hin 

Something fits heavy here, and preſſes down 

My ſpirits with its weight. What can it mean ? 

Suppoſe he is condemn'd ; my royal wor 

Is plighted for his life; his enemies, 

No doubt, will cenſure urs; matter; 125 

e em; ot 

| I know him honeft, tag deſpiſe ablation,” #11 

„ Unhappy Rate, Where merey and compaſſioan 

Too often meet with clamour and reproach! 

Hut princes muſt endure, for public good, 

2 The: narrow muede of OOTY crowds,” | 


hy 


Enter. Counteſs a 8 


Nur. ' Where is the queen? Pl fall before ber 
| feet 1 

Proſtrate, implore, beliege her rojal heart, 

And force her to forgive. _ 

Dy. What means this frenzy? 

Rut. Oh, gracious queen, if ever pity — 

Your generous breaſt, let not the cruel axe 
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Deſtroy his precious life; preſerve my Eſſex, 

tt Preſerve from ſhameful death, the noble, — 
On, ſave the brave, the beſt of ſubjects. Save. 
My life, my hope, my joy, © my all,” my huſband! 


B+. Halband 1—What ſudden deadly blow | "= 


5 this! 1 AN. 
1 Hold ups my "or nor e dnn this wound. - 
Ton beg a ee E eee 


Kut. Oh, gracious queen 2 . 
He ever loyd as, ever faithful, We E 

If nature dwells about your heart, Oh, ſnurn 

Me not! My lord! my love! oa huldand bleeds ! 
A. Take her aw. 7 
Kut. I G cannot let you. 26. eie 

5 Hold off your hands Here on this * TY 10 

Here loſe all ſenſe. Still let me fretch theſe arms, 

Inexorable queen! he yet may live. dren 

Oh, give him to my poor afflicted Donne! + 

One pitying look, to ſave me from diſtragtion... | 

We IDN e e a * * Kn e Her 


v5 hence. its / x FL M46. a 
Rur. Nay, e me not ebam 
wretches! 55 


Oh, mercy, merey Then to de ed Heav'n, 
(My queen, my cruel queen, denies to dear me) 
To thee T call, to thee for mercy bend. 
Melt down her boſom's frozen ſenſe to feel 

Some portion of my deadly grief, my fell , 
DiſtraQion.—Turn, Oh, Ne Free a on 

A tortur'd wife. * 1 5 
2. Why am T7 not vt obey? 


Aer V. THE KARL OP rss kx. os 
Rut. Nay, do not thus : 
A me to fell deſpair. Juſt Heaven, 
That ſees my ſorrows, will avenge the wrong, 
This cruel ING: 222 barbarous tyranny. | 
[ Forced of. 
Qs. Wedded' to Rutland! Moſt unhappy pair! 
And, Oh, ill-fated queen! Never till now 
Did ſorrow ſettle in my heart its throne. 
Now black deſpair its cloudy curtain draws 
Around thy ſetting peace, where joy, alas! 
N No more ſhall dawn, nor ſmiling hope return. 8 
Recall my pledge of ſafety from his hands, 00 
And give him up to death 1 But life or death '' 
To me is equal now. Diſtraction dwells 5 25 5 
« Within my tortur d ſoul, and furies rend it.” 
Unhappy ſtate, where peace ſhall never come ! 
One fatal moment has confirm d my doom, 


Turn'd all my comfort to inteſtine ſtrife, 


| 7 


Aud fl d with mortal pangs my future life, [Ext 
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pleas - 
And md a for tale - LY 7 
But nought, avail'd, their orimes were t00/notorious. 
"They bore their ſentence with becoming ſpirĩt ; 
And here's the royal mandate for their deaths. 
"The S oer e TIO ee e ee 


inthe eee es 


Nor. Lieutenant, lead me to the Earl of Eſſex, 
T bring a meſſage to him from the queen. + 
TLieut. He's with his friend, the brave Southamp- 
2 ton, madam, 4 
Preparing now for his expected fate. 
| But Pl acquaine his lordſhip with your pleaſure. 
[ Ext. 
Kal. What means this waliget 2 Does the queen 
relent? 
Mot. 1 fear 84 * for ſuch a war &f paſh- 
ons, 
« Such rarying tumults never trove within = 
< Her breaſt till now. Sometimes ſhe rails at Eſſex, 
And calls him villain, traitor, dooms him dead; 


Sas, 


31 


1 
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< Yet, in a moment, turns again to pity. 
« At length ſhe ſent me to th? ungrateful earl, 
« To learn if he could offer aught that might 

4 Induce her royal mercy to forgiveneſs.” 

Go you ts court, fer Cecil there expects you. 
I've promis'd to acquaint him with what paſſes 
Twixt me and Eſſex ere I ſee the queen... . 

Nal. Madam, I go. DExit. 

Not. Now, vengeance, ſteel my War! 
Offended woman, whilſt her pride remains, 
To malice only and revenge will bow, 8 


And every virtue at that altar facrifice. 


But ſee, he comes, with manly ſorrow clad. 
There was a time, that preſence cou'd ſubdue + 
My pride, and melt my heart to gentle pity. 

I then could find no joy but in his ſmiles ; 

And thought him lovely as the ſummer's bloom; 
But all his beauties are now hateful grown. 


Enter Ess kx. 


Her. Whether you bring me death or life I Know 
not. 
But, if ſtrict friendſtrip and remembrance paſt 
May aught prefage to my afflicted heart, | 
Sure mercy only from thoſe lips ſhould flow, 
And grace be utter'd from that friendly tongue. 
Not. My lord, I'm n glad you think me ſtill ”__ | 
friend. | 
I come not to-upbraid but ſerve you now ; 
And PE I am to be the meſſenger © 
O 2 
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Of ſuch glad tidings, in the day of trouble, 
As now I bring you. When the queen had heard 
That by the lords you were condemn'd to die, 

She ſent me, in her mercy, here, to know 7 
| If you had aught to offer that might move 

Her royal clemency to ſpare your life. * 
Eſſex. Could. any circumſtance new luftre add 


To my dread ſovereign's goodneſs, tis the making 


The kind, the generous Nottingham its meſſenger. 
Oh, madam! could my glowing heart expreſs 
Its grateful ſentiments, 'twould ſpeak fuch language 


As angels utter, when they praiſe their Maker. 

Not. Tis well, my lord; but there' s no time to 

ſnare, x 
The queen impatient waits hoe my return. 
Eſer. My heart was wiſhing for fome Faithful 
friend, 
And bounteous Hah hath ſent thee to my e 
Know then, kind Nottingham, for now III truſt 
Thee with the deareſt ſecret of my life; 
T.is not long ſince the queen (who well foreſaw 
To what the malice of my foes would drive me) 

Gave me this ring, this ſacred pledge of mercy ; 
And with it made a ſolemn yow to Heav'n, 

That, whenſoever I ſhould give or ſend 
It back again, ſhe'd freely grant whate'er 
Requeſt I then ſhou'd make. 

Not. Give, give it me, | 2 
My ſord, and let me fly on friendſhip's S wings, 
Io bear it to the queen, and to it ads 
My prayers and influence to 28 of life. 


7 
4 


al 
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Eſſex. O! take it then—it is the pledge of life, 
The precious ſpring that drives my vital ſtream 


Around, and keeps my heart ſtill warm : “ it is 


« The door of breath, the hope of joy, the ſhield 
« 17 friendſhip.” —O ! it is my dear Southampton's 
Laſt, laft remaining ſtay, his thread of being, | 
Which more than words I prize. O, take it then, 


Take it, thou guardian angel of my life, 


And offer up the incenſe of my prayer l 
O beg, intreat, implore her majeſty, 
From public ſhame, and ignominious death, 
And from th' obdurate axe, to ſave my friend. 
Not. My lord, with all the powers that nature 
gave, 
And friendſhip can inſpire, Pl urge the queer. 
To grant you your requeſt. 
Effex. Kind Nottingham, 
Your pious offices ſhall ever be 
My fervent theme; and if my doubtful ſpan 
Relenting Heav'n ſhould ſtreteh to years remote, 


Each paſſing hour ſhall ſtill remind my thoughts 


And tell me that J owe my all to thee: 


My friend ſhall thank you too for lengthen'd life, 


And now I fly with eomfort-to his arms, + 
To let him know the mercy that you bring. [Zeit 
“ Not. Yes, you ſhall fees 1 ee 8 _ 
fall heavy 
“Upon your guilty foul, ungrateful man! 
« Your falſe diſdainful heart ſhall pay the fine 


Of love neglected, and of beauty ſcorn'd. * (Exit. 


= 
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_ SCENE IL. 


n The cart Eu Quans and BuxLuIGN. 


Wo Ha! is not Nouingham return'd 2 
Bur. No, madam. 
Ju. Diſpatch a ſpeedy 3 to haſte ber. 
ö My agitated heart can find no reſt. 5 
f So near on brink k of TIF man ; Wh 


| Eater NorTmonant. 0 | 


How now, my Nottingham, uu news from Eſex 
What ſays the earl? _ TY 
Mot. I wiſh, with all my foul, | 
Th' ungrateful taſk had been another's ws 
I dread to tell it—loft, ill-ated mann 5 
- 2». What means this e "this a beha | 1 
viour? 525 
Fights. at onee 4 whe ſaid the te.” 
Nut. Alas, my queen, I fear to ſay ; bis mind 
Is in the ſtrangeſt mood, that ever pride | | 
On: blackeſt es: begot. He Taree would ME 
„ - 
And Aiſa he did, it was whh ſullenneſs, 
With haſty tone, and down-caſt look. 
Qu. Amazing! _ 
Not feel the terrors of nech death! 
Nor yet the joyful dawn of promis'd life! 
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Net. He rather ſeem d infeaſible to both, 7 
And with a cold mdifference heard your offer; 
Till warming up, by ſlou degrees, reſentment. 
Began to ſwell his reſtleſs, haughty mind, 
And proud diſdain provok'd him to exclaim 
Aloud, againſt the partial power of fortune, 
And faction's rage. 1 begg'd him to conſider 
His fad condition, nor repulſe with ſcorn 
'Fhe only ag e 1 him. 
Ju. Ha! A) 7 | 
What! Said he nothing of a private import? 
No circumſtance no e ring? 
Net. None, madam, 
But with 8 diſclaim'd at once 
Your profferid grace; and 8 he _ a life 
Upon ſuch terms beſtow'd. 
u. Impoſhble bt: | ( 
Could Eſſex treat me thus? You baſcly wrong ks 
And wreſt his meaning from the purpos d point. 
Recall betimes the horrid words you ve utter d; 
Confeſs, and own the whole you've ſaid was falſe. 
Net. Madam,, by truth,. and duty both compell d 
Againſt the pleadings of my pitying ſoul, _ 
I muſt declare (Heaven knows. with what reluctance) 
That never pride inſulted mercy more. 
He ran o'er all the dangers he had paſt; 
His mighty deeds ; his ſervice to the ſtate 
Accus d your majeſty of partial leaning 
To favourite lords, to whom he falls a facrifice 3 ; 
Appeals to juftice, and to future times, 
How much he feels from proud oppreſſion's arm: 


N 
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Nay, ſomething too he darkly hinted at, 

Of jealous diſappointment, and revenge. 
Qu. Eternal filence ſeal thy venom'd lips! ” 

What haſt thou utter d, wreteh, to rouze at once 

A whirlwind in my ſoul, "RO roots 90g pays; 


And deftroys my peace? 
&«& Ha! he defies me then 5 e traĩtor ” 


Let him this inſtant to the block be led. Eau Not. 
Upbraid me with my fatal fondneſs for him! | 
Ungrateful, barbarous ruffian! Oh, Elizabeth 1 


Remember now thy long eſtabliſſd fame, 


Thy envy'd glory, and thy father's ſpirit. 
Accuſe me of injuſtice too, and cruelty ! 
Yes, I'Il this inſtant to the Tower, gs 


My regal ſtate, and to his face confront him: 
Confound the audacious villain with my preſence, 
And add new terrors to th? uplifted axe.” [[Exit. 
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The, Tower. ka . SournanrTOndfonvd; 


Eſer. Oh, n name it not ay friend ſhall ine, he 
| 1 

I know her royal mercy,. od ber goodneſs, 

Will give you back to life, to length of __ 
And me to honour, loyalty, and truth. 12 
e at... em wot 
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South. In life's firſt ſpring - 
Our green affections grew apace and proſper'd; 
The genial ſummer ſwell'd our joyful hearts, 
To meet and mix each growing fruitful wiſlr. 
We're now embark'd upon that ſtormy flood | 
Where all the wiſe and brave are gone before us, 
Ere ſince the birth of time, to meet eternity. 
And what is death, did we conſider right? 
Shall we, who ſought him in the paths of terror, 


 Andfae'd him in the dreadful walks of war, 


Shall we aſtoniſh*d ſhrink, like frighted infants, - 
And ſtart at ſcaffolds, and their gloomy trappings 4 
. Effex. Vet, ſtill I truſt long 8 remain of friend 
| „ . thip. 
Let ſmiling hope drive doubt and fear away, 
And death be baniſh'd far; where creeping age, 
Diſeaſe, and care, invite him to their dwelling... 
I feel aſſurance riſe within my breaſt, 
That all will yet be welt. 
South. Count not on hope 
We never can take leave, my friend, of life, 
On nobler terms. Life ! what is life? A ſhadow E 2 
Its date is but th' immediate breath we draw w-; 
Nor have we ſurety for a ſecond gale; | 
Ten thouſand accidents in ambuſh lie 
For the embody'd dream... 
A frail and fickle tenement it is, | 
Which, like the brittle glaſs that 3 time, 
Is often broke, ere half its ſands are ran. 
Ehe. Such cold philoſophy the heart diſdains,. 4 
And — ſliudders at the moral tale... 2176} 
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My friend, the fearful precipice is bat, | 
And danger dare not meet us more. Fly e, 

Ye better angels, waft the welcome 6 

Of e to wed . F Li life and; . 50 


| Bag Ny „ 288 ke 33 4 L 35 
#1 
5 . Li Fox 
oy” er eutenant, 
h : 


ay a I, grieve ache the e 3 7 bn.t 
But muſt, my lord, intreat you to prepare | 
For inſtant death. Here is the royal mandate 

5 Phe orders your immediate execution. 

Efes. Immediate execution What, ſo ſuddes.! 
No weſſage from the queen, or Waden R 

Lieut. None, fir. 

Eſer. Deluded hopes 05. worſe than death ! . 


5 Perfidious queen, to make a mock of life! 
My friend, my friend Ong On! piercing. 
thought ! 


| Oh, diſmal chance! — In iy definition raid}. 
In my ſad fall undone ! Why could not mine, 
My life atone for both; my blood ele 5 
Cin von,. my friend, n 85 
' South., Ves, O yes, cre 
5 My boſom's better half, 1 can. —With . 
PI gladly ſeek the coaſt unknown, and Jeave © 
The leſſening mark of irkſome life behind, | - 
With, thee, my friend, tis joy to die! tis glory t-: 
For who would wait the tardy ſtroke of time, 
Or cling, like reptiles, to the verge of being, 
When we can brayely Jeap from life at once, 
And fpring triumphant ip a friend's embrace? 
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Enter Rarzien. 


Kal To you, my lord Souhampron, 3 the 
A 3 comes: your lf: ber mercy a | 
Eſſex. For ever bleſt be that indulgent power 
Which ſaves my friend! This 0 8 teen. my OF? 
| ſoul 
Shall upward ſpring, 1 mingle 0 this bleſt.. EE: 
South, All-ruling Heavens, can hay, can this. be 
Support mp ;: hold, ye Rralviog heart * bold, 
And keep my ſinking frame from diſſolution. 
Oh, 'tis too much for mortal ſtrength to bear, 
Or thought to ſuffer! No, 1'll die with thee. 
They ſhall not part us, Eſſex. 
Eſex. Live, Oh, lire, | 
Thou nobleſt, braveſt, beſt of men * Gienda, 
"Whilſt life is worth thy wiſh, till time and tbon 
Agree to part, and nature ſend thee to me; ta 
Thou gen'rous ſoul, farewell! — Live, and be happy; 
And, Oh! may life make largely up to thee 
Whatever bleſſing fate has thus cut on 
From thy departing friend! 
Lieut. My lord, my. a a 
Strictly forbids to grant a moment” s time. | 
South. Oh, muſt we | et for ever oe for- 
ge © TT. 
Wilt thou then tear him hence: — Severe divorce! A 
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Let me cling round thy ſacred perſon ſtill, 
Still claſp thee to my boſom . 22 keep 
Stern fate at diſtane. e 
Eſex. Oh, my end, we'll meet 
Again, where virtue finds a juſt reward, 
Where factious malice never more can reach us. 
Recall thy reaſon, be thyſelf once more.— 
I fear it not. This hideous monſter, 3 
When ſeen at diſtance, ſhocks weak nature's eye; 
But reaſon, as it draws more near, defies it.— 
I thank thy ſorrows, but cou'd ſpare em now. 
I need not bid thee guard my fame from wrongs > 
And, Oh! a dearer treaſure to thy care 
I truſt, than either life or fame my wife! 
Her bitter ſorrows pierce my foul; for ger 
My heart drops blood I— Oh, ſhe will want a friend} 5 
Then take her to thy eare; do thou pour bagm 
On her deep-wounded ſpirit, and let her find 
My tender helps in thee. —I muſt be gone, 
My ever faithful, and my gallant friend. — 
I pr'ythee leave this woman's work, —Farewell — 
Take this laſt, dear embrace. Farewell for ever ! 
South. My burſting breaſt ! I fain would ſpeak, 
| but words: «1 
Are poor Farewell! 
But we ſhall meet again, embrace in one 5 
Eternal band, which never ſhall be loos d-. Ext. 
er. To death's dr n lead 5 A 
| tenant.” 5! - 
My wife !-—Now 1 "VY Eau, Rs me! 
For now indeed comes on my foreſt trial. 
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2 Cant of RorLano. | 


Oh, hk laſt, dear reſerve of fortune's n 5 
For fate can add no more Oh, com'ſt thou thes 
In this dread hour, when all my ſtraining thoughts 
Are ſtruggling in the tendereſt ties of nature 

Oh, com'ſt thou now t' arreſt my Ln, ſoul, 


And force it back to life! 


Rut. Thou ſole delight, | 
Thou only joy which life -cou'd ever give, 
Or death deprive me of; my wedded lord! 
I come, with thee determin'd to endure _ 
The utmoſt rigour of our angry ſtars ; 
To join thee, fearlefs, in the graſp of death, 
And ſeek fome dwelling in a world beyond it. 
Eſer. Too much, thou porter of this diſmal 
hour, 
Thy gen'rous ſoul would prompt thee to endure. 
Nor can thy tender, trembling heart ſuſtain it. 
Long years of bliſs remain in ſtore for thee ; 
And fmiling time his treaſures ſhall FRO 
To bribe thy ſtay ! 
EKReut. Thou cruel comforter ! 
Alas ! what's life, what's hated life to me : 
« Can aught beneath this ſtarry hemiſphere, 48 
„% Which earth's extent, abt nature's wealth can 
yield, | 
« Which proud ambition firetches t to enjoy, 


« Or paſſion pants for, recompenſe thy loſs ? 
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Alas! this univerſe, this goodly frame, | 
Shall all as one continued curſe appear, 

And every object blaſt, when thou art gone. 
Eher. Oh, ſtrain not thus. the ale * I've: 
left, | 

The yreak ſupport hs holds up life, 0 to n 
A few ſhort moments more, its weight of woe, 
Its loſs of thee. Oh, turn away thoſe eyes,, 
Nor with that look melt down my ſix d faber 55 
And yet a little longer let me gaze 

On that lov'd form. Alas! I feel my ſiht 
Grows dim, and reaſon from her throne retires ;- 
For pity's ſake, let go my breaking n. 
And leave me to my fate. * 

Rut. Why wilt thou ſtil!l 
Of parting talk, ſince life its thouſand gates 

Unbars to let us through together? Death 

„ but a ſtep that reaches to eternitʒ.. 
Od, that the friendly hand of Heav'n would faacch 
Vs both at once, above the diſtant ſtars, bs 2 
Where fortune's venom'd ſhafts can never pierce,.. 
Nor cruel queens deſtroy !—* Nay, look not fo.” 

Eſſex. The awful Searcher, whoſe impartial eye 
Explores the ſecrets of each human heart, 
And every thought ſurveys, can witneſs for me, 
How cloſe thy image clings around my ſoul : 
Retards each riſing wiſh, and draws me back 
, To life, entangled by that lov'd idea 
When fell neceſſity thoſe ties ſhall break, | 
For quickly break they muſt hen I from earth 
On faith's white angel wings to Heaven fhall foar, - 
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Thy laſting form ſhall ſtill my mind poſſeſs, 

Where bliſs ſupreme each faculty o p 

And raptur'd angels glo ). „ 
Litut. My lord, the time A 

Too far is ſtretch' d; it now 7 grows late, fs 

Effex. Lead on. 

Rut. Stay, ſtay, my love! mad 1 lord! 
Ah, whither wouldſt thou go? Ah, do not leave me ! 
Alas! I'Il haſten to attend your flight; W's 
And nature gives conſent we ſhould not part. 

I feel each faculty for fate prepare, | 
And my quick ſoul wou'd fain ſet out before you. 
„Oh, precious pangs ! ob, dear diſtreſs ! fill 
„ cloſer 
& To thy quick throbbing heart let mine a; 
ws And on * labouring boſom breathe my laſt !”? 
| [ Farnts, 
72 Thou dne excellence 5 thou n 
woman! 8 . 
Shall fortune rob me of thy dear e | 
Or earth's whole pow'r, or death divide us now ! 
Stay, ſtay, thou ſpotleſs, injur'd ſaint, and take- 
' Lieut. My lord, already you have been indulg'd 
Beyond what I can warrant by my orders. 
© Effex. Oh, let me on her dying boſom fall, ; 
Embrace her ſpotleſs form !—One moment more 
Afford me to my ſorrows —— Oh, look there !' 
Cov'd bitter anguiſh pierce your heart, like mine, 
You'd pity now the mortal pangs I feel, 
| The throbs that tear my vital ſtrings aways 
And rend my * ſoul. 


ARL yy V. 
"= Thais. W e F 
Effex. But one ſhort moment, a1 wi attend. 

Ve ſacred miniſters that virtue guard. 

And ſhield the righteous in the paths of perl, 

Reſtore her back to life, and lengthen'd years 

Of joy; dry up her bleeding ſorrows all? 

Oh, cancel from her thoughts this diſmal hour, 

And blot my image Werner her fad e e 5 

Tis done. — _ 

And now, ye an oa of life, give way: 

Nature and time, let g0 your hold; eternity ; 

Demands me. [Exenit Eſſex and Lieutenant. 

„ Woman. She returns to life; ſee! help ! 8 
Aut. Where has my loft, irene gti wt been wan 

drag? * 

What means this miſt that hangs about my mind, 

Through which reflection's painful eye diſcerns. 

Imperfe& forms, and horrid ſhapes of woe? 

The cloud diſpels, the ſhades withdraw, and all 

My dreadful fate appears.—Oh, where's my lord; 

My life + my Eſſex ! _ wer vey wy bans 

A Fe 


Enter Quay and Attendants. 
22. To execution Fly with light'ning's wig 


And fave him. Hat by 1 command was: 


- a2: 

ce Stop, ſtop the faalblow. —My We were a 

| „[ Exit oneof the attendantr.- 

Rut, Thou foring N ſent from e my 
"ens 
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My ien queen, be * the: bloody * 
lei!!! 

« A moment may deſtroy him | Stretch thy ok. | 

« Defend, defend!“ O, ſnatch him from the * 

Preſerye my huſband! O, Elizabet, 

« Look down upon me. Angels move her heart 

To pity ; fave him, ſave him, gracious queen! 
Qu. Be calm, he ſhall not 4 Riſe * I came 

To fave his life. a6 har 

Kut. Tis mercy” s voice that fads. 

My Eſſex ſhall again be mine. My queen, 

My bounteous, gracious queen, has faid the word. 

May troops of angels guard thy ſacred life, 

And, in thy lateſt moments, waft thy foul -.  » 

To meet that mercy in the realms of joy, | 

WR now 0 e e e ta mel 


| Enter Bonunon, 


ja 1 your ener came, EA 11 too hos 
Ere they arriv'd the axe had fallen on Eſſen. 
Kut. Ha! dead! What hell is this that _ 

round me? 

What fiend art thou that draws hs horrid Games 

Ah, Burleigh ! bloody murd rer, where's W 0 a 
band! t 2h 

« Oh! Where's my lord, my Efſex * 

Deſtruction ſeize and madueſs rend my brain! 

See, ſee, they bend him to the fatal block; 20 

Now, now the horrid axe is lifted high, , + 

It falls, it falls; he ace he bleeds; he 4 


* 


. 
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! Alas, her ſorrows. pierce my ſuffering heart. 
. Rut. Eternal diſcord, tear the ſocial: world, | 
„ And nature's laws difiblye ! expunge, eraſe 
* The hated marks of time's engraving hand, 


„ And every trace deftroy . Avife, Ache, 


* Aſſert thy rightful claim, ' poſſeſs me alf! 
Bear, bear me to my murder'd lord, w day; 
His bleeding body in my dying arm, 

And in the tomb embrace his dear en e 
And mingle with his duſt for ever. 2 5 W 
22. Hapleſs woman! h n 
She ſhall henceforth be part e nn 

And we Il contend who moſt ſhall weep for Eſſex. | 
Oh, quick to kill, and ready to deftroy,. res me 

Cou'd no pretext be found, no cauſe appeals 
To lengthen mercy out a moment more, 
And.ftretch the ſpan of grace? Ob, ervel-Burleigh ! 7 
This, this was thy dark work, unpitying man! 
Fs My wenn TOs ame. not. ow: wy 
duty, 

My Fain . to 7 hight TPO] 
The laws condemn'd him firft to die; nor think 

J ſtood between your mercy, and his life, 

It was the lady Nottingham, not . 

Herſelf confeſs d it all in wild deſpair, 
That from your majeſty to Eſſex ſent . 
With terms of proffer d grace, ſhe then receiv'd 
From his on hand a. fatal ring, a pledge 

It ſeems of much importance, which the earl 
With earneſt ſuit, and warm entreaty begg'd her: 
As ſhe would prize his life, to give your majeſty. 
In this ſhe fail'd. In this ſhe murder'd Eſſex. 


* o 
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2s. Oh, barbarous woman ! 
98 unded ſtill by treachery and fraud ! HE 
What bloody deed is this! Thou injur d N * 
My fame is ſoil'd to all ſucceeding times: 8 
But Heav n alone can view my in heart; 
Then let its will be done. — 

From hence, let proud, reſiſting 8 know 

The arm parental, and the indulgent blow 

To Heaven's corrective rod ſubmiſſive bend 

Adore its wiſdom, on its power depend; 
Whilſt ruling juſtice guides eternal ſway, 
Let nature tremble, and let man obey. 


| EPILOGUE. | EN, 


* 


BY 1 n . | 


Wee ? _ inally by Mrs, Civarn, 3 


NE Ws ! Now ! ed alle, rare. . 4 dye ll 

20 Hh 

Poe got NT) . about adn ro a pes 
Who do you think he is T „ 2 

An Triſh Bricklayer, neither more nor leſs. 

Ad now the ſecret's out, you cannot wonder, 

| That in commencing bard he made a blunder. 
Has he not left the better for the worſe, ; 
In quitting folid brick for empty verſe ? 

Can he believe th example of Old Ben, 

Who chang'd, like him, -the trowel for the pen, 
Will is his favour move your critic bowels  — 
You rather wiſh, moſt poets pens were trowels. 

One man is honeſt, ſenſible, and plain, 

Nor has the poet made him pert in vain : 

No beau, no courtier, nor conteited youth ;. 

But then ſo rude, he always ſpeaks the truth © 

I told him he muſt flatter, learn addreſs, 

And gain the heart of ſome rich patroneſs * \ 

* Tis ſhe, ſaid I, your labours will reward, 

If you but join the bricklayer with the bard 5 

As thus Should ſhe be old and evorſe for wear, 


Tou my * ber, fon t ber, and repair 5 


| EPILOGUE, . 
 T#fcracÞdin fame, as ſcarce to bear a touch, | 
You cannot uſe your trowel then too much ; 
In ſhort, what&er her morals, age, or flation, - 
 Phaifter and white-waſh in your dedication. 
Tubus 1 advis'd—but he deteſts tbe plane 
What can be done with ſuch a ſimple man ? 
A poet's nothing worth and nought availing, 
Unleſs hell furniſh where there is a failing. 
Authors i in theſe good times are made and ud, 
To grant theſe favours nature has refus'd. 
be won t fib, what bounty can he crave ? 
Me pay for what wwe want, not what abe have mom, 
Nay, tho of ev'ry bleſſing wwe have flore, | 
Our ſex will always wiſh —— a little more, — 
Tf he'll not bend his heart to this his duty, 
And ſell, io who will buy, wit, honour, beauty 
' The trichlayer flill for him the proper trade is, 
Too rough to deal with gentlemen and ladies. — 
In ſhort, they'll all avoid him, and negle# him, 
Unleſs that you, his patrons, will protect him. 


"THE END. 8 
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